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VOL. III. 


70 che Right ee ung he 


LOR D MALPAS, 


Maſter-of the Horſe to His Royal Highneſs 


PRINCE of WALES. 


Ont of the Lords of the ADunzairy, and Knight of the 
Maſt Honourable Order of the Barn. 


M LORD, 


As an Enghſbman, and a true lover of my 

Country, I could not ſuppreſs the ſtrong Impulſes #* 
of Zeal and Duty, occaſioned by the agreeable 

Surprize of the Arrival of His RoyaL Hiounzst 

PrINCE FREDERICK. 


B 2 | Theſe 


* DEDICATION. 


Theſe Wen nas me bold; but your 
Lordſhip's favqur and protection, alone, can make 
me ſafc: The unſpeakahla diſtance. between His 
Royar Hicanzss and me, obliges me to aſk your 
Lordſhip's aſſiſtance to obtain the honour of laying 
this Poxx at his Revar Hronwsss* fert. 


Your well-known character, my Lord, makes the 
unprejudieed part of mankind behold your ad- 
vancements with pleaſure : I beg leave to congra- 
tulato your Loqdſlyp N being raiſed wo the 

honout of being a mark for PusLic Envy. 


I don't know but even Malice, itſelf, may have 
leſs power to make your Lordſhip uneaſy than 
PusLic Pxarsz: And fince my deſign, at preſent, 
is to procure your patronage, I ſhall pay a juſt 
regard to your Lordſhip*s rflodefty, though (by ſo 
doing) I am wanting to your other virtues. 


B. VICTOR» 
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On the Arrival of i Neef Highnef 


PRINCE FREDERICK. 


From royal tombs, we change the awful ſcene, 
To ſhining courts | A King! a Prince! a Queen! 
do the gay ſun ſucceeds hail-ſtorms in May, 

And Philomel the thunder of the Day. 


Diſdaining hurtibler themes, ſhe; ſoaring ſings 
Of noble ſubjects, and of future kings. 
Britannia's Peers before their Prince ſhall riſe! 
A glotious ſcene to Albion's raviſh'd eyes 
O, were I equal to the great deſign 

Or could I boaſt, O Young ! an art like thine ; 


No conſcious fears ntl, * my thoughts 
arm, 


Bu like the theme, would the deſcription chars, 


Mg ane cu ro eee 


B 3 Like 
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Linke ſtars that, numberleſs, adorn the ſkies, 
The Britiſh Peers, with various orders, riſe. 
Vain the attempt to paint the daz ling throng: 
Some choſen few ſhall grace my daring ſong, 


o Dobmoron! the Muſe invokes thy name, 
Thou darling fon of Phebus, and of fame 


. You beſt can write (and in a nobler ſtrain) 
The opening wonders of our Monarch's reign. 


Great Walrol x riſes with ſuperiour ſenſe; 
The firft in judgment, and in eloquence : 
At worth, like his, malicious cenſures riſe, 
There envy glares with her diſtorted eyes; 
The happy patriot ſcorns th* unequal foe; 

And lights the lirtle cavillers below. 


: 


Esskx and ALBEMARLE the court refine; 
In them the Graces elegantly ſhine. 
Maas, diſtinguiſh'd, will, by worth, improve 
His Prince's favour, and his country's love. 


. | CARTERET 


CZ) 


CARTERET the juſt, benevolent, and wiſe, 
Hibernia's loſs of antient kings ſupplies : 

Inur'd to toil, he bears the kingdom's weight, 
Directs her councils, and ſupports her ſtate. 


From bribes ſecure, good KI performs his 
truſt 3 8 
Averſe to ill, and obſtinately juſt. 
He owns an eaſy mind (a happy throne!) 
His peace all inward, and his joys his own. 


At Townsnewp's name, the Muſe elated ſingsz 
And mounts exulting on triumphant wings : 
When faction reign'd, the patriot firmly ſtood, 

A ſingle Barrier for his country's good: 
A dread to rebel ſons behold him ſtand, 
And with his prudent counſels bleſs the land. 


8 [ 
Gallant and brave, great ScaxBoROUGH remains; 
ln camp and court alike the warrior reigns ; 
But all oppos'd to CHESTERFIELD, ſubmir 
To bus * and his 1 wit. 


4145"; 6 Lord Chancellor. 
B 4 Jn 
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In Marenrerru is every virtue join'd, 
Of ſoft addrets, and an accompliſh'd mind. 


\ TY 2 2 fr. . 
In Richmonp's foul each winning grace refines; 


Greatneſs, by wiſdom poliſh'd, brighter ſhices, 


Muſe, raiſe thy voice to:BzavzozT's ſpotlels 
fame z 
Bzavronr's deſcent from royalty proclaim: 
Virtues and honours center in the name. 


Ina Gzarzox's air an innate grandeur lies, = 
The gulk, the brave, the tempꝭ rate, and the wiſe 
Hail MonTacv ! illuſtrious, brave and great, 
Grandeur in thee appears in native ſtate; 
© But Movntracy declines the public ſtage, 
And fhuns the plaudits of th' admiring age. 


To great NweAs TIR England owes much praiſe 
Who ſery'd her dibopaig/ittertſt various ways: 


TT. + Nobly 


(.9 )- 


Nobly he gave with a diffuſive band, | 
And ſpread the great example rough! the land. 


« A love of learning, and a ona clear, 
« An elegance rehn'd, a ſoul ſincere; 
In one bright view th' accompliſh'd Duke 
« we ſee: 
« Theſe are thy virwes, Donazr, thou art he.” 


a 


Courage and honour live in AzcyL's ſoul ! J 
As active as the ſun, fix d as the pole: 

Mars and Bellana have adorn'd his head, 

Around are all the warlike enſigns ſpread ; 

Nor is the laurel-prize withheld by fame, 

Her tuneful Accents-loudly ſound his name. 


By right, by choice, your Father mounts a 
Our Engh& laws and language are his own ; 
Belov'd the Monarch reigns ; while pregnant fame, 
Teems with eternal triumphs of his name ! 
From Roy, Gzoxcs (whom heayen n to 

bleſs) 


All Earoge ears revenge, or hopes redreſs 


Happy 
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Happy and ſure chat ſor reign* rule muſt prove, 
Who founds his greatneſs on his ſubjects love, 
Whoſe ſoul is large, as the capacious main, 

To whom the injur'd never plead in vain, 
Smoothly it flows in mercy's gentle ſtreams, 
And ſhines as clear as Zuna's filyer beams. 


On the right hand, with heavenly grace, is ſeen, 
A happy Mother, and a charming Queen 
To her alone Britannia owes encreaſe, 
Her preſent bleſſings, and her future peace : 
In beauteous Anna's form, her grace appears; 
Her wit and ſenſe inWiLL1am's blooming years: 
Her matchleſs worth, from what high race ſhe 

ſprung, 

Has been the ſubject of a lofty ſong : 
But oh! the treaſures of her royal breaſt, 
Are too divine to be by words expreſs'd: 
The Muſe refigns---her feeble numbers faint--- 
And thought alone, the virtues there, muſt paint. 


All hail, great Prise! Britannia ſmiles, to ſee 
Brave 'Bxunswick's features live ſo ſtrong in thee! 
Your faithful Britons give their chearful voice, 


And her Welch Tons, in antient notes, rejoice; 
nega 1 No 


1 


No longer now, cheir harps remain unſtrung, 
Never again to be on willows hung; 

Each ſportſul ſwain his nimble finger flings, 

With careleſs eaſe, acroſs the rrembling ſtrings; 3 
From ſtring to ſtring, in various notes, they fly, 
And ev'ry ſound, and ev'ry meaſure try. | 


Welcome, great STRANGER, to the Exp Shore ; 
Enrich'd with you, Britannia aſks no more. 
Her joyful ſubjects join their loyal pray'r, 
And thus th' o'erflowings of their hearts declare: 
Titles are needleſs, to beſpeak his race, 
« Since Heav'n has ſtamp'd dominion on his face; 
« For in his princely form diſt inctly live, 
« All royal rights, his father-kings, could give: 
In his commanding air, we mark their ſtate 
In his ſweet words, their TT and their 
g « weight 
„Warm, in his generous breaſt, their courage lies, 
And all their power, and mercy, in his eyes.“ 


Thus England ſpeaks ; and guardian angels wait, 
On Frxep*rick's riſing fame, and Europe's fate; 
Her ſubjects now this valu'd bleſſing boaſt, 
That faction, in the gen'ral joy, is loſt. 


Sciencst 


( 12 } 


Scnwcs and An rs their influence will ſhed, 

And learning raiſe her venerable head: 
The tuneful train will itrike che ſounding lyre, 
And poets write with true poetic fire. 
All theſe will, now, with emulation ſtrive, 
And antient Eg wit again revive ; 
Thus arts with arts will vie, and all will be 

Inſpir'd, protected, and adorn'd by Thee! 


1 


SESSION os PAINTERS; 
tab 
Sir GODFREY KNELLER. 
In we As 1725, 
” I. 


Mouxs, England, mourn, fince Knziu 
Is no more; | 
Who ſhall his place ſupply ? 
Mat genins can the mighty ove c, 
Or muſt it vacant lie? 
Alas] already is the laurel giv'n, * 
before APELLEs can deſcend from Heay'n, 


To Jarvis, 


( 24 ) 
II. 


But ſoon the ꝓ god with all his grain came down, 

And thus his will proclaim'd, 

I come, ſaid he, to give the vacant crown: 
He muſt by me be nam'd. 

He that uſurps it neꝰ er was Known to me, 

Merit thall wear the wreath, by my decree, 


„ 


No ſooner had the god theſe words declar'd, 
But ſtraight Whole troops came in; 

Some wond'rous fine, and ſome diſtreſs'd appear'd, 
Yet vainly great within 

"Theſe noiſy ſons of fame a war declare, 

Pallets and pencils brandiſh in the air : 

' ApzLuts ſtarting at this num'rous ſight, - 

With angry voice, thus faid : 

To flouriſh ſigns, and fign-pofts i is your right, 

Be gone, and mind your trade; 

Let candidates of worth have room to plead, 

None but of worth ſhall the deceasd ſucceed. 


f The Author, here, makes uſe of his poetical licence 
in making a new divinity free of Parnaſſus, v 


ce, 


v. 


Aly, ſhort, cringing creature firſt appear'd, | 
And cry'd, with abje& mein, 

Great KNELLER was my tutor, molt rever'd l 
] wip'd his pencils clean. 

ArRLLESs gravely told th' induſtrious thing, 

Tho you can't paint, I hear that you can Ang. 


VI, 


This ſaid: grave Pþ—— bow'd with courtly air, 
And vainly thus laid claim X 
A genius only ſhou'd this laurel wear, 
Some choſen ſon of fame 
Ariiies ſtopp'd him ſhort, and frowning ſaid, 
Preſumptuous man—be ſatisfy'd with bread. 


VIE. 


H—r, a famous city candidate, 

Came jutting out his breech;  _ 
Wiſh not, AyzLLEs cry'd, a better fate, 

Thou daubing taſteleſs wretch ; s 
Content thyſelf to pleaſe ill-judging ſinners, 
To get their money and devour their dinners, 


VIII. Stiff, 


(ain) 
( 16 )' 


vn. 
Stiff, as bis works, elaborate G —— came, 


And thus began w'fue; 
have known my fame, 


it 


A rich of ſage; io prove bis boaſted ki, 
Jo draw a portrait try d 1 
| When, f. # dis pencil chung d into a quit 
ELLES, ſmiling, cry d 


he 


C9 IF 


XI. 


The god's all-piercing eye ſoon yt ſaw, 


With Dy— by his fide, 
Thy merit, Smy—?, juſt applauſe will draw, 
APELLES ſmiling cry'd: _ 
In Dy—r both the iter arts agree, 
To pleaſe in painting, and in poetry. 
XII. 


AeELLES wav'd his hand, with graceful air, 
To an old modeſt “ ſage, 

Tis juſt, he cry'd, that I this truth declare 
To this ill- judging age; 


Thy judgment 1 approve; go on! be great 


'Tis ſure ſome merit well to imitate. 


XIII. 


Here paus'd the god—and viewing well each rank, 
Thus ſpake, with eager voice, | 
Why do | miſs-my fav'rite Yan——k ? t 

He long has been my choice : Th 
Oft have 1 ſaid, if he with KneLLzs's care 
Wou'd progreſs make, he might his loſs repair. 


2 7 | 

t YVanderbank, a portrait painter of great merit—who, 
by his follies and extravagance, painted the laſt years of 
his life in the liberties of the Fleet, 


Pol. III. C X.IV. But 


( 15 ) 


XIV. 


But ſoon quick envy reach'd 3 ears, 
And bab ling Joyful rold, 

Want, is the reaſon why he not appears, | 
Not vanity, but gold : 

*T is wealth alone that builds the ſureſt name , 

He feeds on airy food, that lives on fame. 


XV. 


Upon AePzLLEs' brow there bl a cloud, 
Slowly he roſe, and to ) the gaping crowd 
He thus his ſilence broke: 
Ye candidates tor fame, Attention give, 
From my impartial hands your fates receive. 


XVI. 


Some few I know, who are not in this throng, 
Whoſe merits | approve, 
Nor wou'd I do their modeſt pruderice wrong, 
. Becauſe they have not ſtrove, 
Wich vain impertinent attempts to ſhare 
A wreath, they know they are not fit to wear. 


XVII. Qbſerye 


7 


XVII. 


Obſerve my KNeLLzz, mark his virtues well, 
How juſt a draught he drew ; 

He ſtrove Vandite and Lilly to excel: 
His comprehenſive view 

Held all the noble theory complete, 

Wiſe, yet not vain, exalted, yet diſcreet. 


XVIII. 


His matchlefs art, by nature's force app 
Are in thoſe portraits ſhown ; 

Obſerve that fine expreſſion ! light and ſhade! 
The features well are known |! 

His men with awful grace the eye controul, 

His women touch the heart, and charm the ſoul. 


XIX. 


Now where's that vain ambitious man, that will 
With mighty KNzLLER vie? 
And not confeſs his much ſuperior ſkill, 
Whoſe works will never die ? 
But, oh! no merit, wealth, nor pow'r can ſave 
The greateſt mortal from the certain grave. 


C 2 XX. My 


20) 


XX. 


My fav'rite ſons purſue his tracts with care, 
And truly nature know ; 

You muſt his taſte enjoy, his Judgment ſhare, 
And with his ſpirit glow |! 

*Till one thus ſhines to match the mighty dead, 

The wreath ſhall ſtay on the De Facto's head. 


This ſaid, he upwards took his airy flight, 
Streaking the cloudy paths with beams of light. 


PROLOGUE 


ö 0 2 


TO THE 
o RP H A N, 


Ated at the French Theatre in the Hay- 
market, in the year 1722, by a com- 
pany of young Actors, being their firſt 


attempt. 


Spoken by Mr. MIL WARD. 


As a fair virgin ſacrifice is led, 
A trembling off'ring to the bridal bed; 


Her flutt'ring heart is fix'd on the event, 

he fears to venture, yet mult give conſent : 

do we, with panting hearts, approach your ſight, 
This is our firſt attempt, our virgin night. 


C 3 To 


( 22 ) 


To OTway's name, we have for ſafety flown; 
Where poor Monimia never weeps alone; 
Where virtue in diſtrefs' is ſtrongly feen, 

Virtue and valour, in their natural mein. 

May young Caſtalio's wrongs, draw real tears, 
You'll not condemn the actor for his years ?— 
He that is eld to nothing can be brought; 

He that is young, tho aukward, may be taught. 


The perfect afor with grey hair appears, 
And ſeldom gains applauſe, till preſt with years. 
Why ſhou' d perfection in its birth decay? 

There was a time, (but, oh] gone far away) 
When SHAKESPEARE wrote, for BET T ERTO 
to play. 

Since all muſt be no more the wiſe, the great! 
Think of your preſent favourite's certain fate; 
When babling Envy rends the echoing ſkies, 
Tragedy's loſt ! the much-fam'd Caro dies ! 
' And Ladies, you muſt hear the diſmal news, 
When WII pam his laſt fatal trip purſues ! 

You fops of: mode muſt wear the frightful ſhroud, 
And Nie Six Couxrir moulder with the croud! 


01 then, prepare, before it is too late; 
Recruit your force againſt this ſtroke of fate, 
| And, 


623) 


And, like wiſe Stateſmen“, e'er the plot appears, 
Encamp, lay ſiege, to guard againſt your fears; 
Take us, as volunteers, to ſerve your cauſe ; 
And give us pay, when we deſerve applauſe, 


A camp was, at this time, in Hyde-Park, occaſioned | 
by the breaking out of Layer's plot. 


On transforming the GaminG-Room at 


HamesTEAD WELLs into a CHAPEL. 


Th E walls by pious Lovingham were rais'd, 
And to the Devil aſſign'd—his name was prais'd ! 
Then gameſters wiſhes—dicers oaths flew round, 
The vaulted roofs their bla/pbemies rebound ! 
But when theſe ſaints had worſhipp'd all away, 
The place, long time, in deſolation lay: 
Chriſtians, at laſt, agreed, with one accord, 

*T was fit for nothing—but to ſerve the Lord! 
Surprizing change of purpoſe, and of ſound! 
ut conſecration made it holy ground. 


On 


( 25 ) 


On the Gives of the o 


T 00 


HAMPSTEAD-C HAP EL. 


A RICH, old ſinner, lately godly giv'n, 

Thought it high time to bribe the pow'rs of heav'n! 

A gift, at Church, the giver ſure wou'd bleſs! 

And make a hedge for future happineſs. 

KnowPLE®, a famous organ did prepare; 

Foux HunDRED PounDs * was too much to 
ſpare 

At length the zealot did this method take, 

To cheat the man that did the organ make: 

And while, at Church, his name in letters ſhin'd, 

(Sure token of his wealth, and godly mind,) 


© A German Organ maker, 


(@ ) 
The lukewarm ſaint indur'd the dreadful 
ſhame 3 
His head was fix'd. in a vile wooden frame, 
And rotten eggs defil'd his honout'd name ! g 


$ This was à real e . dis br ar this 
infamous perſon, at Guildhall, where it appeared he 
had forged a" receipt for two hundred pounds of the 
four—He ſtood in the pillory at the end of Fetter- 
Lane, in Fleet-Street—the culprit lived in that neigh- 
 bourkood, and was reputed rich. 


62 


on returning the Manuſcript Poem, call'd 


W1NTER, to the Author, 


Mc. JAMES THOMSON. 


W INTER, indeed, in all its horrors dreſi d, 
s here, by thee, with elegance expreſs'd; 
Then once more touch the lyre—and ſweetly ſing, 
The gay, reviving beauties of the Spaixc. 


On 


* This excellent Poem was written in the year 1724, 
ſome few months after the Author's arrival in London, 
fom Edinburgh; he had no friend here but Mr. 
Malloch, his Ehool-fellow, who then lived in the houſe 
of the Duke of Montroſs, in Hanover-ſquare, as 
tutor to the Duke's two ſons. I remember Mr. Mallech 
(who ſoon after changed his name to Mallet) and I 
walked one November'day to all the Bookſellers in the 
Strand, and Fleet-ſtreet, to ſel the copy of this Poem, 
and, at laſt, could only fix with Mr. Millar, who then 
lived in a little ſhop in Fleet-ſtreetz and the chief 
motive with him was, that the author was his country- 
man; for, after ſeveral arguments, we could get but 
THREE' POUNDS ! This poem was dedicated to Sir 
Spencer Compton, then Speaker of the Houſe of Com- 
mons, who took no notice of the author for more than 
a menth—Our agreeable friend Mr Hill, who had — 


( 28 ) 


On the DzATRH of 


Sir RICHARD STEELE, 


In the LE AR 1729. 
Inſcribed to Sir Ro;ERT WALPOLE. 


(Gs EAT-STEELE, my friend is dead, ©, 


empty name N 
Of earthly bliſs I *tis all an airy dream 
Receive what tears to friendſhip's loſs belong, 
In the ſad ſubject of a mournful ſong. 


Friendſhip ! 


and admired the Poem in manuſcript, and was ſo pro- 
 voked at this ſhameful le, that he wrote about 

r e lines, which were printed, wherein he 
told the author he was miſtaken if he expected mini/ters 
of flate to do honour to his poem, as being much above 
their comprehenſion. Soon after Sir Spencer Compton, 
ſent for the author, and, with ſome apology, gave him a 
Bank- bill of twenty pounds, 


This Poem ſold ſo well, that Miller gave Mr. Thom- 
ſon fifty pounds for the ſecond, the SpRIN O; and the 
copy- money was encreaſed for the SUMMER and Au- 
TUMN ; and when printed together, ſo many editions 
were ſold in a few years, that this grateful Bookſeller 
erected that Monument to the author's memory now 
by SHAKESPEAR's, in Weftminſter-Abbey—but his 
own Works are his beſt MonumExT. 


— — — 


Py =» fr — — CS — if — . — — — — wi — 
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Friendſhip ! thou tyranneſs, whoſe cruel throne, 
Heaps on poor mortals ſorrows not their own ; 


And yet who courts thee not? - who would be 
free ? 


Who can be ſaid to live, unbleſs'd by thee ? 

To mourn this loſs, let gratitude impart, 

The honeſt feelings of a faithful heart: 

Say, for my theme, what numbers ſhall I chuſe ? 
Thou firſt inſtructor of my infant mule ? 

Lur'd by the muſic of thy charming ſong, 

And taught by maxims from thy tuneful tongue, 
When STEtLz ſubmitted to the pow'r of death, 
No common mortal then reſign'd his breath. 

His charitable acts, profuſely kind, | 
Declar'd the feelings of a humane mind: 

There I have ſeen the various paſſions move; 
Truth, goodneſs, honour, harmony and love |! 

At others woe, he ſharpeſt pain has known, 

And for another's want, forgot his own. 

Hy, and all the inglorious rebel train, 

Strove to corrupt his worth, but ſtrove in vain; 
He was above their little arts of ſtate ; 

And would not wound his peace, to mend his fate. 


Worth, 


6309 


Warth, _ 5 hie. rd the PAr RIO. 
— | 

| (Far — merit muſt be cheriſh'd there) 
WALPOLE, to you, he breath'd a laſting flame, 
And died with bleſſings on your noble name: 
By you diſtinguiſh' d. he adorn'd our land; 

Honour'd with favours from your bounteous 
hand: 
To vou his daring LOYALTY was known, 
How juſt and warm his zeal--how like your own 


On 
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On the DzarH of my konour d Friend 
Frigadier” General V E 8 E v. 


Governor of the Royal Hoſpital in Dublin. 


HiaERNIA now thy tuneful ſons inſpire, 
With ſolemn, generous, true poetic fire: 

Thy much-lov'd Swirr to panegyric raiſe, 

And force him once again his will to praiſe, 

Long has he liv'd the foo!'s, the ViLLain's fear: 
O let him, now, one worthy man revere ! 

My lays with artleſs gratitude impart, 

The honeſt tribute of an Engliſh heart; 

But let the man, who liv'd by all approv'd, 

be greatly mourn'd, as he was greatly lov'd ! 


An early courage in his country's cauſe; 


A ſtrict adherence to his country's laws: 
9 5 
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A worth, that when neglected, loyal ſtood, 
Unwearied' in delight of doing good. 
A mind too great to ſerve a private end, 

The beſt companion—the ſincereſt friend 
Such Vzszy lived and died—the. good, the 


brave 
Like him will go lamented to the grave. 
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Is oa Pigs heb hc 's 
And vow, and rhyme, and rave; 


But now, no more, ybur ſcorn I'll bear, 
I'll be no more your ſlave. 
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How bleſt the ſound adieu deſpair— 
How bleſt is liberty ! 
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But O, vain boaſt—ſee, Julia ſmiles— 
Thoſe were, alas! the charming wiles, 


IV. 
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The lovely Julia ſmiles again 

That frown, has left her brow : 

Will you forgive my jealous Pain, 
And give me back my angry wow? | 
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Forgive me what Pve vainly ſwore, 
Such weak attempts, but prove, 

| Tharwhen we raſhly vow to love no more, 

| Then i is the Hutitph of exceſſive n 
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J ULIA when thou art gone, my mind 
To every pleaſure grows unkind ; 


/ What | is the ſpar ien E 18 N 
Or juicy grape—yot * K with tl 


My far rite 5 . nd 


Your pity Fe, C2 aptſvates my eyes. 
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What an ill flavour has the wine, 
compabd to "Hole daf lbs bf. tine! 
The lute affbids'# fhoFehiValjoy 3" 
But thoſe you g Ln never oloy/** 
Haſte then iny-charmer;to imptbve 
The joys of muſic, wine, and love. 
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And ſeldou gentle proves 3 
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A roving beauty nong can pls, J . 
Nor bind the fleeting toy; a7 
As faithleſs-as the winds and ſeas, 

And as the ſhadow coy, 


IV. 
Till you enjoy the long-hop'd la, 
1 1 
And when the thort-liv'd büifs is paſt, . | 
Her ruin gives you pain. 


V. 
Obſerve the ſlave to Afra's eyes, 
And from his- Mpeaking face; © | - 
Learn the pad bonseil to be wi 
And liber enbrace. Jp ein 4 
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8 S1LvIA Jay 9 within the bower 
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Her mak od re ind, 
Looſe, unoyous tho ough ts in t at unguarded hour, 
Ro d- wanton, "wiſhing, unconfin d. * 
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Strephon, who lung hand bo tgll but in vain, . 


While fran vtue gevedehialy z: 
This lucky minute found u u his pain; 
And put it to a ſpeedy trial. 
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III. 


He took the fair one in his eager arms 

Not with a cold abſtemious ſip ;: 
But cloſely kiſs'd her dear, diforder'd charms, 

And dwelt with rapture on her lip. | 
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I" tranſport loſt the yielding Silvia lay; i: 
Panting, and faint with wit defire; | 
Enulting Cupid view'd het as'his prey, 

And ſmiling, fann 'd the amorous fre. 
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Thus ſhe, who like ket San ao, 


Unmov'd at 18 e enchanting cal * 
One looſe, unguarded minute warm'd her blood, 
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To- JULIA 
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Oss r VE, n fe mot who change, 
From fair to fair er 

See roving Sirephon now deſpiſe, 

The beauties of poor Silvias eyes. 

How oft has faithleſs Srrephon ſwore, 

Thoſe eyes, till death, he could adore — 
No—tis his paſhon's cold and dend. 
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What is tat lobt chu can dec? nd 

That's born and periſh'd in a day! 

Such miſcall'd pleaſures cannot give, 
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Sure as the dawn of day reviews; 
Each flower with refrifhidgU&vs ; 


Bo does cachday, dplightfyl prove, 
How much we prize the ſweets of love 
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ABS ENCE 


331 wY! 2 10 c 5.5: 
R G 01e e 


J. v L 17 'E. . 2 
Now, fince my Jak f "om * FOR - 
Sad, to the gloomy thade T careleſs ſtray; 36 
In ſtupid melancholy roam along, 

And hum the fragment of a diſmal ſong. 


In vain I fondly gaze—ſhe can't be ſeen, 
A thouſand hills and billows riſe between : 
A million of the circle of my arms, 
Would reach but little to her diſtant charms. 
Vain my deſires, alas! and empty prove 
The mournful muſings of inventive love. 


O Abſence | tis an age thy ſhorteſt reign ! 
Abſence | thou greateſt evil, greateſt pain ! 
No bliſs, no eaſe, thy doleful ſubjects know, 
Where thou art preſent, every where is woe. 
From thee to hell did the ſad Orpheus flee, 
E'en gloomy hell was a relief from thee. 


What 
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What made poor Sapbo tear r hair, 
And Arg d in, n deſpair ? 

Her love, in Ws, > muſic call, 

And melt away into a water-fall ? 
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Conſtant: ahnden how be nightly erept 
From the warm bed, where once he ſweetly i 
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Boldly adventuring in the __ main, EOS 


To ſeek the adverſe ſhore—bur Gught i in vain, 
Why did fad Hero, when ſhe ſaw him loſt, 
Bruis'd by the rocks, and on the billows toſt, 
Full in the bloom of y youth and beauty's charms, 
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Leap down, and d claſp him in her Faithful am? | 


No loſs, 0 pain, but thee, they had ro fear— 


Tempeſts and death-—bu +, they & could bor 
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Your levesSihs incelliatly for you. | | 

Each day I lonely to tho woods repair, | 

Still ſighing 7uka—Juka, charming fair! 
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Thus to the ſtream l, frantic, hold diſcourſe, 

©, chow, that daily ſends thy liquid force, 
To lovely Thames ! upon whoſe happy b 
The beauteous nymph reſides, whom I adore; 
Theſe ſighs of love upon thy ſurface bear, 
And if upon the banks thou ſeeſt my fair, 
In all the ſofteſt murmurs ſweetly ſing, 
From faithful Thu I theſe preſents bring 


And 
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And thou aſſiſt me ſoul-reviving breeze, 

That idly plays and wantons with the trees 
To diſtant Julia, bend your ſpeedy way, 

On thy {oft wings my love · ek ſighe cope. 
But oh | ſalute her 6-424 with ſacred fear, | 


And whiſper Thirfls gently in her ear: 
Thirfis depriv'd of ſleep, ho peace can find, 
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Tau eee, 
;young and gay, 
Extolls the marriage life; | 
And yet, to paſs his time away, 
For Min leaves his wife. 


II. 


My Lord, ſays Mira, what excuſe, 
Can you fond huſbands plead ? 
Your love to me ſeems flat abuſe; 
How ſhould you, then, ſucceed ? 
_ 
Madam, cry'd Timon, you're to blame, 
To think my love untrue; 
I burn with a reſiſtleſs flame, 


Inſpir'd by love and you. 
911 


Think 
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Think you, deat Min, I im ſtone? 
Such - beauty muſt invite — 
| Belide to love one's wife alone, 
Can never be polite. 
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« Forbear, ſays Mita, if you're Wiſe, 
To offer me a part; A \ 2, 

For ſince I've beanity' LI deſpiſe”) © 

The: fragment of a heart 
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On the DrATA of a BEAUTITUI 
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3 me, ye nym vit 8 ſongs, 
To "_ tune 


And beats withering pla, dead. 
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As Philomels ſings :, * oft 25999 of 
The faireſt hope af youth. is Ad. { 


II. 


Give me, ye Moruxs, ſoft complaint, 
Fond Fa rnzxs lend a tear; 
Come, unbleſt Lovzxs ſigh, and faint, 
Upon her infant bier: 
For oh the promis d comfort's loſt, 
Aad bean s ſpring is nipt by froſt ! 


Ye Ve 


Ye Vmoixs gather ſweeteſt flow'rs, 
Thoſe fading beauties fave ; 

Come, build your emblematic bow'rs 
Around her little grave: 

| No—let all roſes ceaſe to ſpread, 

For BzauvTy's Ross lies pale and dead. 
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O Thou, that with thy hundred pointed teeth 
Doth gnaw, with irkſome pain the fainting heart— 
Thou craving vulture, never ceaſing worm, 
Conſtant companion to the needy man, 

Thou art his cruel monitor! to keep 

His woes awake, and rack his mournful ſoul ! 


Thou unſeen, meagre monſter, that purſues 
The friendleſs widow ! and the helpleſs orphan ! 
While plenty courts thee, with entreating ſmiles, 
To pay thy welcome viſits to the rich! 

In vain they ſue to thee—and try all arts 
To tempt thee to the banquets of the great. 
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The healthy ruſtic ſwain that daily toils, 


and chearfully manures the fertile field, 
With haſte at eve repairs—provok'd by thee, 


Eager he plucks the raſher from the coals ; 
Then with deep draughts of ſtrong refreſhing ale, 
Luxuriouſly, he ſatisfies thy call. 


Happy the man can anſwer thy demand : 
He who has juſt enough, enjoys thee moſt. 
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Entering late inte '# e Aſſembly 
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Music-HaLL, in DvusLin. 


War groups of ladies fill my ſight 

But ah ! what blaſt hath caus'd this blight ? 
What makes them look ſo ſadly ? 

O, now I ſee the reaſon's plain, 

Down droops the head of proud and vain, 
Eclips'd by MoLLy BRA DTR. 
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Avorars year has ſwiftly roll'd away, 

Thy friends are dreſs'd to hail thy natal day ; 

May gracious heav'n thy warmeſt wiſhes crown, 

And every year ſend ſome new bleſſing down ! 

Sweet, tuneful Dona! in whoſe ſparkling eyes, 

The little, roguiſh Cupids, laughing riſe, 

O now renew the ſoft enchanting lay, 

That gently ſteals the raviſh'd ſoul away; 

Shall ſounds like thoſe in circling air be toſt, 

And in the ſtream of vulgar noiſes loſt ? | 
Ye guardian Hlybs, who liſten while ſhe ſings, £ 
Bear the ſweet accents on your roſy wings 

With ſtudious care the fading notes retain ; 

Nor let that tuneful breath be ſpent in vain : 


Yet 
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Yet if too ſoon thoſe tranſient pleaſures fly, 

A charm more laſting ſhall the loſs ſupply : 
While harmony, with each attracting grace, 
Plays in the fair proportion of her face ; 
When each ſoft air, engaging and ſerene, 
Beats meaſure to the well-tun'd mind within; 
Then ſhall her ſinging, and her ſilence move, 


Whoſe voice is mulic, and whoſe looks are love. 
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Defign'd for the Comedy call'd the Mo- 
pERN HusBAND, written by HENRV 


FIELDING, Eſq. 


To night you'll ſee two dangerous things in 
life, 

A willing cuckold, and a jilting wife! 

With the ſame views here two impoſtors meet, 

And holy wedlock well improves the cheat; 

Kindly combin'd, for miſchief they prepare, 

and each fond cull falls plump into the ſnare. 


The comic Muſe aſſumes her pleaſing art; 
And by infrufion would her worth impart : 


Teach, 
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Teach, by example, how to ſhun the fury, 
Of plantiff Cucxol p] and a London Fury ! 
For there, alas! how vain the lover ſtrives ! 


They /queezq much harder then you Jqugpee their 
Wives. 

With needful ſatire we this vice purſue, 

But, oh! how vaia—unleſs approv'd by you. 

When SHAKESPEAR, Jonxsox, FLETCHER, rul'd 
the ſtage, 

T here ſcarce were ten good palates in the age ; 

More curious cooks than gueſts z for men wou'd eat, 

Moſt heartily of any kind of meat. 

E'en fince their time what authors have we ſeen ? 

Expect not, Sirs, ſuch poets as have. been; 

And though the richneſs of the crop is ſpent, 

And wit's quite barren, yet you raiſe the rent. 


Our youthful author various themes has try'd; 
By him Tom Thumb fought, conquer'd, lov'd and 
dy'd. 
Wild flights of fancy ! gay, unbounded ſtrains ! 
Where wanton wit, without true judgment reigns, 
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Yet blooming merit ſhou'd demand your care; 
Genius alone can thrive and flouriſh there : 
Indulgence comes, like kind, enlivening fhowers, 
And the warm ſun beam to awake the flowers; 
When from the tree young, ſprightly branches 
If blaſted—blame the wind—and not the root, 


PROL OGVE; 


638) 


P R O L O G U E, 


Spoken in a Counſellors Habit. 


; ] O you, ye judges of poetic laws, 
I come as counſel in a poet's cauſe— 


Arraign him then—begin—let catcalls ſound ; 
Some flaw in his indictment ſhall be found. 


What ! the ſame faces ſtill ? then I aſſure you, 

(Looking about the Pit, through bis glaſs. 

If ſo—he ſwears he'll challenge all the Jury 

Nor youth, nor age, with you can ſtand the teſt, 

You hang all up, like IETTERIESs, in the Weſt: 

Such a ſtrange Jury, through the town to rage, 

And terrify the ſeſſion, and the ſtage : 

No comic authors now dare cuctoldt make, 


Nor, for a wanton wife, provide a rate; 

If ſuch the ſcene,” to crop that growing evil, 
Lou club your horns, and fine him to the devil. 
But 
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But though with wit you ſwear to be at ſtrife, 
No man will patiently reſign his life. 

Let not my clients fate be ſo decreed, 

Ner fix his ſentence &er you hear him plead ! 


More I might ſay—but poets want the pence, 
To bribe a jury into common ſenſe ; 


Thus in a pauper-cauſe we all agree— G 
P11 not urge one word more without my fee. 
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On my Friend Mr. Warp, the ſucceſsful, 
happy Emperic, in London. 
=. 


Tu Y noſtrums, Wann, which bounteous 
Heav'n cunvey d. 
To thy kind, liberal hand; 
To all, diffuſes wide their healing aid, 
A bleſſing to the land. 
II. 
By thee improv'd, their various virtues flow 
Through all the chymic plan : 
This certain truth let fools of ſcience know, 
_ ExPERIENCE makes the man. 


But learned Doctors may uncenſur'd kill; 
Send thouſands to the grave : 
You, without GREEk, or GALEN, nought but ſil), 


Can. Lavan, and Quacx—and Save. 


Written 
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Written at TUNBRIDGE, 


In the Year 1738. 


NHAPPT Tuxzx1Dct |! unattraRting wells! 
Almoſt forſook by Beaux, and lovely Belles! 
Here formal Cirs, with their fat wives, reſort, 
To teach their daughters all the modes of court 1 
Here ſbarpers unemploy d are forc'd to Wit; 
And gudgeons ſlowly nibble at the bait : 5 
At the young beir the ſharper points his eye, rr had 
And, like the Haas, feaſts 8 che . 

nao! 

But ſince VEE” FOOT to try ee 

The:thoughttefs. fun, from the defigning PTY 
Pl quit che theme and female faults peared 
If females can have fault 


With beaver up, ſee . ſtalk-alongs! PR: 
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Vain, 
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Vain, homely, bold —but fancies ſhe has ſenſe, 
And talks aloud to ſhew her conſequence : 

Her ſhape, het air; her manners are uncommon, 
Priggiſh when man, and aukward when a woman 
While male and female, thus divide thy life, 
Where's the bold man dares take thee for a 122 


How vomen can deceive 4 two o nymphs from 
Drury, e ee | 
At this chaſte place, merhought, provok'd my 
for * — 
Ty——v! PE; deck'd i in Indian ſtores | 
Two virtuous Ladies, IE like co whores ! 


* 


* "pin nil 3 F h is ſeen, 

In air, and grace, an Amazonian queen? 

Who by her ſmiles are caught, muſt dread her frown; 

If pleas d, eee es, ae knock yo 
down. in 12 4 


Bur, lol what any chat, comes ſkipping | 
E there? 219 Un "ib 4 | 
Tall as the Cedar, as the Lily fair; 
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With 


63 
With what an air ſhe flies from ſhop to ſhop, 
Wild as the goat upon the mountain top ; 
But, oh! when near (who will believe this truth ? 


A fatal laugh betray'd the aged youth ; 
A horrid chaſm—a ſolitary tooth. 


H-——ſhay, thou ſafe may'ſt walk triumphant 
there; 1 insie AH 7 

Faireſt where thouſands are ſurpaſſing fair; 

More than your gold, your charms relfulgent ſhine, 

O] be but leſs coquet - and be divine. a 
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Wen Signior Tweedle “ tunes the ſtrings, 

We gem fanpri2'd; not glad: 

We gape;: indeed, --- ng SIT 
Run muſidally inad te 2600 = 


Il. 


But mark Dubourg's ſoft, ſwelling notes, 
Where taſte unites with art 3 

He from the fiddle draws ſuch ſounds, 
As captivate the heart. 


* Pjantinada. 
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III. 


The tender paſſions of the ſoul, 

Are all at his command; 
Te foreign trickſters now reſign, 
To his ſuperior hand. 


IV. 


In peace then let the laurel wreath, 
HanDEL, adorn thy head; 

Thy harmony ſhall make them ſick, 
Duounòo ſhall play them dead. 


Vol. III. X »;ͥͤ”o =o_ 
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eee, 


E PI G R A M. 


Doron! thy pow'r is near divine; 
Sweet harmony and taſte are thine : 
Play on—th' inanimate inſpire, | 
Till Brutes ſhall gaze, and Fools admire ; 
| Then in ſome wild and frantic ſtrain, 
Play tricks—and fix *em Fools again ! 


Written 


6-0: 3 
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Written in the YEAR 1741. 


By fancy rais'd, I roam'd about, 

To find a perfect Beauty out; 

I ſearch'd the Park, Vauxball, the Court, 

Where all the young and gay reſort ; 
[ criticis'd on every fair, 

| This had a ſhape, and that an air; 

Here a complexion there a mein, 

But not one Bx Aur to be ſeen. 

At this I rang'd the country o'er, 

Yet diſappointed as before, 

Till kindly led by friendſhip's call, 

| found her hid in WoLSELEY-HALL. 


: F 2 EPIGRAM. 
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On Mr. Por TNtYy's being created 


EARL of BAT R. 


Wirn Trrrx arm'd you think to meet the foe! 
What! with a feather wou'd you ward a blow ? 
Miſtaken Man! Trrrxs can ſerve no end, 

A CHaRacTir's the HELMET to defend ! 


0 0079: 


Pu Q :L O00. DUF:£ 
Spoken before the TRACGEDY of 


JANE SHOR E. 


Performed by Lapies and GENTLEMEN, 
in Staffordſhire. 


Orr annals tell, to grace the Drama's page, 
Princes have Actors been, in every age; 

And many a Princess has adorn'd the ſcene, 
Who, from the Areſs, roſe a mighty Queen ! 


To night, to try our tragic force, appears 
A gallant ſet of friendly volunteers: 
Unpractis'd in the trade of mimic art; 

We only ſnew the dictates of the heart: 
By Natures rules alone, then try our cauſe, 
And give attention, as the beſt appluuſe. 


= Ye 
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Ye fair, whoſe hearts with ſoft compaſſion move, 
Filld with the chaſteſt thoughts of virtuous love; 
At this our ſcene of true domeſtic woe, 

O may your ſouls with generous pity flow ! 
Let not the tender impulſe be withſtood, 
Strive not with nature—bluſb not to be good— 
Tears only from a worthy breaſt can riſe, 
And *ris your Virtue ſwells into your eyes. 


EPILOGUE, 


r 


I 0 „ U 
Spoken by Mrs. B LAND, 


To a New Tracey, call'd 


The ORPHAN of CHINA, 


PERFORMED AT THE 


THEATRE-RoyAL in DUBLIN. 


La glad I'm got out of this author's clutches : 
To make me a ſtale, envious, ranting ducheſs; 

To make me poiſon, to deſtroy their courting : 

Me! who am young enough myſelf for ſporting. 
Nay, what's ſtill worſe, to make me (O, ye pow'rs!) 
With an old ſtateſman plot away my hours ! 

Ill be reveng'd—(how hideous has he made me) 
F Say, my young ſimpering ſparks, will you not 
aid me? 


F4 - = 


(7x) 
Yet—ſhou'd I change my mind, it's not uncommon, 
To be capricious is—to be a woman | 
And ſince the daring bard I can deſtroy, 
Ill ſhew him mercy, and my power employ 
To be his advocate. No afl is over, | 
Has not his Orpban well deſerv'd her lover? 
Hard, very hard, the race through which ſhe ran, 
Her gratitude in danger—and, her man! 
And faith I marvel not ſhe lov'd him ſo, 
He was a ſoldier not a fangled beau. 
But to our bard—he begg'd me ſomething ſay, 
That might engage your favour to his play : 
To that bright circle's candour he'll ſubmit; 
And the judicious criticks in the pit : 
He puts his life upon the /carn'd and fair, 
And truſts his tender Orphan to your care. 


PROLOGUE. 


n 


ade 


Spoken at the performance of a Play given 

by Government, in honour of the Birth- 
day of her Royal Highneſs the Princeſs 
of Wales, at the Theatre- Royal in 
Dublin. 1753+ 


Wee are ye met, with loyal hearts, to pay 
Your annual honours to this glorious day ? 

The great AucusTa muſt our cares beguile, 
Whoſe blooming fame wafts fragrance o'er the iſle : 
Britannia wiſely did the fair addreſs, 

And brought her here, poſterity to bleſs , 

Hymen, in triumph, led the royal maid, 

And ſafe to Frev'rick's arms the bliſs convey'd. 
In great AucusTA muſt the Muſe commend, 

The wife, the tender mother, and the friend ! 
Early iaform'd, by Truth's unerring beam, 

What to reje&t—what juſtly to eſteem ; 


To 


674 
To take from vice its undeſerv'd applauſe, 

And dare aſſert abandon'd virtue's cauſe. . 
Bxrram beyond her hopes ſupremely bleſt, 

To Heaven in thankful hymns of praiſe addreſt; 
By whom this happy union was deſign'd, 

A gracious pledge of love to human kind ! 

O may the parent royal virtues ſhine 

Confeſt, through all the beauteous riſing line ! 

| Charm'd by this royal pattern, may we trace 

A happy ſemblance in our female race; 

Then wou'd H1Btrn1a's fair perpetual bloom, 
And vie, in fame, with antient Greece and Rome 


EPILOGUE, 


675 
re e 
T o THE, 


CONSCIOUS LOVERS, 


spoken by Mrs. OLDFIELD. 


No W, I preſume, our moralizing Knight, 
Is heartily convinc'd my ſenſe was right; | 
I told him flat, his Conſcious Lovers paſſion, 
Had many ages paſt been out of faſhion ; 
That all attempts to mend the mode were ſhallow, 
Our man in favour, now's a pretty fellow 
That talks, and laughs, and ſings, fights, dances, 
| dreſſes, | 
Rakes with an air, and keeps his ſtring of miſſes : 
Then to his fame ſuch courage too belongs, 
That when by rivals call'd to account for wrongs, 
Ne'er ſtands to talk, but—hah !—whips thro' 
their lungs! 

Not like his Bevi/—coolly waits the ſeaſon, 
And traps determin'd courage into reaſon : 

Nor 


( 26) 
Nor loves like him (poor ſoul I) confin'd to one 
| Angl is at vaſt expence+for nothing done 
To paſs whole days alone, and never meddle; 
Treat her with ſenſeleſs ſolo on the fiddle ; 
And alt this chaſte reſtraint, forſooth, to flow 
From ſtrict obedience to a father due. 
T' have ſhewn his modern breeding, he ſhou'd rather 
Not have obey d but bit the put his father; 
Or, in compliance to his daddy's courting. 
Have ſtarv'd his dear, and fairly took the fortune; 
But to maintain her, and not let her know it, 
O! che wild, crack'd-brain'd notions of a poet! 
What though his hero never lov'd before, 
He might have, ſure, done leſs for her or more. 


With ſcenes of this coarſe kind, he owns, that 
plays | | : 

Too often have beguil'd you of your praiſe ; 

Where ſenſe and virtue were allow'd no part, 

That only touch'd the looſe, and wanton heart; 

If then, a different way of thinking, might 

Incline the chaſte to hear—the learn'd to write, 

Onyou itreſts—to make your profit your delight. 


To 


( 


To ADMIRAL VERNON, who was found at 
the Plough, when. ſent for. to go upon 
the Expedition to Porto- Bello. 


Lear Rome no more with oſtentation ſhew, - 
Her ſo long fam d dictator from the plough; 
Great Britain, rival of the Roman name, 

In arts, in elegance, in martial fame, 


Can, from the Plough, her Cincinnatus fellow, 
And ſhew a n. ſtorm ing Porto-Bello. 


O wou'd ſome god but ſet her lions free 
From watlike peace, and martial pagentry, 
Uncag'd, as once in glorious Anna's reign, 
They ſoon word bteak all Eargpys threaten'd chain, 
Tame proud Iberia, firake the Gallick throne, 
Give freedom to the world and keep her own. = 


On 


199 


ON THE 


„ --  r 


oF 
Mis M. MONTAG, 
Tn her Twelfth Year. 


. 


SurkkMk o'er all the aerial powers, 
Venus triumphant rules this day; 
. Swift as the fleet revolving hours, 
I aw ber wing her rapid way 
She flew to Stanſted's noble plains, 
With mirth to glad the nymphs and ſwains. 


% 


II. On 
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IT. 


On 1da's top young Cupid ſtands, 
High &er his head with joyful air, 
He waves his bow, with ſkilful hands, 
And ſmiling cries—ye ſwains beware. 
'Tis MoxTacu that ſhall ſuſtain, 
The honours of my myſtic reign. | 
III. 


Behold in her enchanting eyes, 
Bright beams with mildeſt luſtre play! 
And ſoon their growing ſtrength ſhall riſe, 
Their glories into perfect day FEET 
'Till then, ye ſwains, your hearts are free, 
But then, you ſhall ſubmit to me. 


To 


( & } 


To my FRIEND 
COLLEY CIBBER, Efqq. 


On his being appointed Poet Laureat, and 
ſhamefully abuſed in all the public Papers, 


L 1 
ny f « 4 8 
— 


(:; IB BE: R, accept theſe feeble lays, 
From an unſxilful Muſe, | 
Who tries, with artleſs note, to praiſe, 
What envious bards abuſe. 
II. 
Nature and art in thee combi ne; 
Thy Comedies excel; 
With wit, and ſenſe, replete Gs 
And act politely well. 


— 


* 
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III. 


Who ſees th' inconſtant ® Loveleſs range, 
But mourns Amanda's fate? 

Each female heart approves the change, 
And pants for ſuch a ſtate. 


IV. 


When Lach Betty treads the ſtage, 
All modiſh prudes ſubmit : 
What Foppington adorns our age, 


With the ſame grace and wit? 


Ve 


In * Townly ſee tbe modern wife, 
How full of faults, bow . 

How ruig'd by the modern life, 
How valu'd when reclaim'd ! 


VL. 


Let empty journals weekly rail; 
May all dull bards repine : 
If wit unequall'd ſhou'd, prevail, 
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LEVEE-HAUNTER, 


„„ A 208 8 
WatrrTan in the Year 1729. 


To the Right Honourable 
Sir ROBERT. WALPOLE: 


Firſt Lord of the 7 reaſury, one of His Majeſty's 
| Moſt Honourable Privy Counſel, and Knight of 
the Moſt Noble Order of the Garter. 


NoBLe Sin, 


Tao Levee-Haunters may be ſtrangers to the 
greateſt part of mankind, yet they are daily objects, 
and common peſts to men in power: They are, at 
firſt, officigus friends x but by a natural and conſe- 

92 | quential 
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guential diſappointment in their vain expectations, 
they become the moſt inveterate enemies; and then 
to ſatisfy their malice, they would 18 thei 


country. 


Thus the man who has abilities to be a Pa- 
TR ior, muſt have reſolution to bear the aſſaults of 
Envy and Detrafion : You, Sin, have ſufficiently 
illuſtrated this truth; you, Who have rais'd, and 
ſtill ſupport yourſelf by loyalty and worth, and wear 
no bonours till you have firſt deſerved them. 


But tho* your known humanity and benevolence 
to the unprovided and unhappy part of mankind, 
exceeds your valt power of ſerving them, yet the 
diſappointed (however vain their hopes) become 


your worſt foes. 


But tho* time has convinc'd them, that their 
darts have no points, and their tongues no fings, 
yet ſtill the baſe ſpirit of envy and contention cats 
the vitals of their ſouls :—Their malice makes them 
forget, that if they could ſhake the tree, it would 


but faſten it the more at root. 
| | Thus 
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Thus, Sm, may you continue to flouriſh under 
the protection of the beſt of Kings! a King, who 
knows your worth by experience, and rewards it 
from choice ; like a kind brook running at the 
foot of a lofty cedar ; the gentle ſtream repleniſhes 
the tree, and the grateful tree rewards it with _ 
his ſhadow, 


I am, Sir, 
| Your moſt obedient, 


THE 


 LEVEE-HAUNTER. 


Th E grey-ey'd morn,” now, eaſtward breaks 
its way; 
The dapple dawn proclaims approaching day : 
The welcome gleardo'er hills and meadows ſtrays, 
And woods and groves, and pleaſing ſcenes 
diſplays : 
All nature now awak'd, new charms the ſight, 
And ſmiles reviving, at returning light 
_ The peaceful huſbandmen their arts employ ; 
| Now the youth riſes with a bridegroom's joys. 
| Children of fortune, now refreſh'd, improve 
- The day with pleaſure, as the night with love. 
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Nor forthe Los E-Havnrtx rears his head, 

With anxious thoughts he leaves his reſtleſs bed; 

Each oloſing day, adds to his num'rous woes, 

Yet cruel night denies the wretch repoſe: 

Fatal reverſion from that firſt bright day; 

O then, hom firm he trod the ſlippꝰry way ! | 

Chearful of face, and gay in dreſs he ſhin'd;  . ... 

And on preferment all his thoughts confin d:. 

My Lord had ſaĩid his fortune then, was made, 

On that bleſs'd day his taylor muſt be paid: 

On what: deſigas his fertile fancy -rov'd, — 11 

What greatneſs then, ſhould grace the fair he loyd: 

Ambition led and thus by common rules, | 
He fondly went the pilgrimage of fools; _ | 
Like wanton boys, .whoſe paſtime j is cheir care, — 
He follow d af e blown in air. 


% 
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e ve; riſfe, 
They're: always very vain, and ſeldom wiſe 
They ſurely thrive, ant many dangers ſnun, 1 
Who weigh th' event; before the-adtion's done. 
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Warn: places fall, what ſhoals come down 
- the tide? 5 
Stateſmen, were Gods, could they for all provide. 
Not private favour guides the public voice, 
But unrewarded worth demands the choice: 
Hence knaves and fools their dire offences take, 
Thus D' Anvers, P--<-y, B----ke, unite 3 
In monſtrous leagues of amicable ſpight : 
The country's good the cry, (the traitor's ſcreen) 
But, oh! their baſe deſigns are clearly ſeen : 
A public ruin to their private ſpleen. 


Tus diſappointed thus, are all aggriev'd, 
Becauſe with complaiſance they were receiv'd: 
Good breeding is the leaſt they can beſtow, 
To ſuch addreſſes, and a bow fo low: 
Advantages from bet, may, ſure, be made, 
On that dependance all his hopes were laid; 
Day after day ſucceſſive, roll'd away, 
Yet ſtill to-morrow was the happy day; 
Like hoping Tantalus the wretch ſurviv'd, 
And by imagination daily thriv'd. 


WHEN 
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Wnar various paſſions in his boſom riſe— 
My Lord's a fool !---and now-—be's mighty wiſe | 
Some accidental ſmile has bleſs'd the day, 3 
And by that ſun-ſhine chas'd his clouds away; 
Then ſchemes on ſchemes engend' ring, gaily run, 
Like flies that quicken by the ſummer's ſun : 

One day's deſigns, will bloſſom, ripen, fall, 
The firſt cold 1 frown deſtroys em all. 


STILL farering Hope, his wants * fer 
| Hope! thou ſupporter of 8 ! 
New. fir d by. thee, he now begins to dreſs, 
His woes are vaniſh'd, and his fears are leſs : 
His well-worn wigg, of ſhape and buckle void, | 
The laſt King's reign, ſucceſsleſs, quite deſtroy'd;. 
His only ſhirt, new-waſh'd the night before, . | 
His thread-bare black, which nom, will ſcowre 
no more: 
Theſe well-known marks his Jars wants hm 
Theſe are his wretched ornaments of dreh: FER 


N 
Tet 
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Yet thus array'd, like virtue in diſgrace, 
With diſmal garments, and a rueful face, 
He gaily moves to court, to ſeek a place. 


or TIS * bh * 8 . AY 
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'Bznory © him there, what ſhocks the wretch 
receives, ae enn 
He ſhuns . careful, — his wants believes mp 
He a his ſtand perdue, his tord to meet, 
His poſture fixes, and prepares his feet ; 
Watching of eyes, he diligently ſtands, - 
With moſt e buſineſs on his hands. 
elo rf 79 2 ju! „ 
Axpo now, - by chance he's bleſs'd---by mere 
furpriſe— #> 2151 eitibhin 7 Ig _w_ 
Lowly he — if no no 22 to riſle— 2 
All due obedience in his face i is ſeen, on 


Hon all his diſappointments, in his wein. 
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Ap now---obſerye his gains, his great reward, 
Perhaps, nod from an inſulting Ladd. 
His firſt behaviour is reverted now, 
He ſcems affronted at a begging bow: 
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He wears a coldneſs in his haughty eyes, 
And former favours to the wretch denies, 


Vain hopes, like glow-worms, afar off ſhine 
h bright; 3 
But look'd on near, have neither heat nor light; 
While, in the chaſe, our faculties we tire, 
We ſeem to ſweat in ice, and freeze in fire: 
But when experience fatally reveals, 
Thoſe woeful truths the diſappointed feels ; 
In cold deſpair, he ſinks at death's keen dart, 
And dies forſaken, with a broken heart. 


Be warn'd ye wretches, wed to endleſs care, 

By hope deluded on from year to year ; 

Who live on dreams, .by promiſes are fed, 

Who bow at Levees for your daily bread; 
Whoſe falſe ambition, can, for ſmiles repine, 
The thinneſt food on which a wretch can dine:)“ 
From hence be warn'd---repent not thus, too late, 
But from his ſad example, ſhun his fate. 
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BIRTH-DAY ODES. 


PERFORMED AT THE 


CASTLE of DUBLIN. 


o D E I. 


OcToBER the 3oth, 1751. 


rl. 


Avzors ! goddeſs of the purple morn | 
With bluſhes gay thy opening light adorn ! 

And thou, great Pbæbus ! dart thy brighteſt ray; 
Shine all the God—and grace this glorious day. 


RE CIT. 


| 
| 
| 


2 U AO YACHT 


Deſcend, Apollo, 
And all ye heav'oly choir, 
"Op round Parnaſſus dwell ; 
A © CAGBKiinſire 
The Aren bard to ſummon all his fre. 


I — 


A 01 


Hail, mighty name # 
Rich mine of fame 
From GO (whom:Heav'n ordain'd to bleſs) 
True ſafety ſprings ; 
Dependant Kincs, 
Or fear revenge, or hope redreſ. 


De Capo; 


Ti) 5; RECIT. 
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The happy Monarch, truly wiſe ! 
Our welfare makes his own : 


Jvsrier, and .Couracr, awful can 
The Cox ums of his en | 


— 


A 1 


There ſuppliant lies, 
With lifted eyes, 
HisZRxNIAI like a beauteous maid |! 
With ſmiles ſhe pleads, 
| Her loyal deeds, 
And aſkea DorstT to her aid. 


RE C1 T. 


Our King has heard Hibernia 8 7 3 
Again reſigns her to a Dorſet's care: 
lerne's choice her beſt ſupport— 
Hail, fav'rite of Britannia's court ! 


Now the heav'nly ſiſter train, 

Touch the well-known, grateful ftrain 
By them the faireſt wreath is twin'd, 
Dorſet's learned brow to bind. 


De Cape, 
R E C.1.T. 
Thus Georce, from his all bounteous hand, 
Diſpenſes bleſſings to this happy land. 


A Il R 


Izxnz's Merchants, now, with pleaſure, 
__ - Fearleſs view the fav'ring gales, 
Waft their long expected treaſure, 
Freighted ſhips with ſwelling ſails. 


— 


RE CII. 
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R E C IT. 


Hail, CouMRce | child of liberty thy ſway, 
Brings various Nations crouding in our Bay 
| | De Capo the Air. 


1. 
| "EE 
When War's deſtructive horrors ceaſe, 
Theſe are the fruits of happy Peace 
But hark—the ſhepherd's pipe demands the lay, 
To crown the pleaſures of the rural day. 


A I R. 
The lark's ſhrill notes awake the morn, 
The breezes wave the ripen'd corn; 
The yellow harveſt ſafe from ſpoil, 
Rewards the happy farmer's toil : | 
The flowing bowl ſucceeds the flail, 
Oer which he tells the jocund tale. 
De Capo. 


Val. III. H RECIT:. 


( 9%) 


ax . 


When War's deſtructive horrors ceaſe, 
Theſe are the fruits of happy Peace / 

In grateful notes of triumph join; 

Theſe bleſſings, Gracious Kin, are thine ! 


oe 1. 


Let this happy Day be crown'd 

With great event, and fair ſucceſs ; 
No brighter in the year be found 

Than This—that gave a George to bleſs ! 

Live, great encourager of arts, 

Live ever in our grateful: hearts, 


De Capo. 
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Now let the inſtruments aloud proclaim 
The honours that attend his warlike name. 
The Trumpets ſhrill ſound 
Shall eccho 'thro' the ſky, 
To the thundering Drum 
Let the Cannon reply. 


r. 


* # 
* 
* 4 


NovrMBeR the 10th. 1753. 


e on us. 


H- BERNTA's ſons your voices raiſe; 
Exalt your notes to Cæſar's praiſe : 

Let the glad ſounds aſcend to Heav'n! 
This day a ſecond GrorGe was given. 


RE CI I. 


— 


Loudly ſwell the grateful ſtrain ! 
Since DorseT is return'd again 
Toev'ry honeſt joy reſtor d 

Our friend, protector, and our lord! 


AIR 
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=? A. 
Beneficence—that heay*nly gueſt ! 
Beſt inmate of the human breaſt ! 
Now fheds her influence down; b 
From Groncz's hand whence plenty ſprings, 


Great Doxs Er every bleſſing brings, 
Hibernia's hopes to crown. | 


KCL 
To him each Muſe her tribute brings, 
Beſt vicefoy to the beſt of Kings. 
. 
Thus Trajan with each worth endu'd, 
That marks a royal-mind ; 


Sent forth a Pliny, wiſe and good, 
To guard, and bleſs mankind ! 


RECIH 


(ies) 


R E C I T. 


Hibernia ſees with grateful eye, 
Her arts, and induſtry ariſez 
Our looms / our ports | our wealth diſplay ! 
And thus we breath the grateful lay. 


AIR and CHORUS. 


All that loyalty can owe, 

We to England's Monarch give! 
All that freedom can beſtow, 
We from England's King receive. 


RECIT. 


Hear gracious r n 
Long be our Geſar's life thy care. 


AIR 


ae. 


121 AIR and DUET. 
= Happy IsLes, with plenty flowing ! | 
Rich in ſweets that never cloy 3 
Heav*n-born L1BexTy beſtowing, 


Ev'ry bleſſing, ev'ry joy. 


rer. 


See, through the extended royal line, 
The propagated virtues ſhine. 


A I R. 
Heav'nly Muſes tune your lyres, 
Let each loyal heart be gay: 
The pleaſing theme new life inſpires, 
To ſongs of triumph give the day. 


FULL CHORUS. 
Hibernia's ſons your voices raiſe, 
Exalt your notes to Cefar”s praiſe ; 
Let the glad ſounds aſcend to Heay'n, 
This day a Second GzorcE was giv'n. 


9 


6104) 


nm. 


NoveMBER the 10th, I755. 


FULL CHORUS. 


A Wirn ſongs of triumph grace this day, 
To CæsAR ſwell the vocal lay; 

To him our grateful notes we raiſe; 
Sound, found aloud, our Moxarcn's praiſe, 


AIR. 


No tyrant views t'oppreſs mankind ; 
No mad ambition fares his mind, 
To purchaſe fame with blood; 
Our Moxazcn glows with purer heat, 
Convinc'd, that to be truly great, 
Is only to be good, 


RECIT. 


( nos ) 


R E CI T. 

See foreign ſlaves how hunted in the toils, 
Involv'd in civil and religious broils; 
Faction, avaunt ! thoſe days from us are fled, 
When wounded freedom tears of forrow ſhed. 


A I R. 


All hail defender of our laws, 
Whoſe ſubjects dare be free; 

And draw the ſword in freedom's cauſe, 
Led on, great Gzorct | by Thee, 


. 


Hear, gracious Heav'n, our pious pray r, 
And make this beſt of Ks your care. 


Slow, 


6186) 


Slow, Solemn A I R. 


o be our Moxazcn's life thy care; 
His bleſſings with his years encreaſe; 
For his adventrous youth in war, 
Add laſting age adora/d with peace; 
With olive bind his laurels faſt, 
Whoſe verdure will for ever laſt. 


R E C II 
Hibermia's ſons, for loyalty renown'd, 
Thus pray, with every valu'd bleffing crown'd : 
From ſhining courts the Muſe would now retreat, 
To haunt. the rural ſcene," the Muſes ſeat, 
Where truth and virtue, hand in hand, 
Walk upon the ſmiling land. 


- — 


\ 1 


Sweet ne Gagel on outs ſpray, 
Purſue, unharm'd, thy ſylvan lay ; 
Charm'd, with thy ſong, the hero's care, 


With warbie wild, and artleſs air. 
c! R E CI T, 


( 107 )) 


471 RE CI. 


2 4 1 
Thus love and loyalty the land o'erſpread ; 
And ſmiling Commerce rears her golden head | 


AIR, 


Behold, whom Gzorce's well-weighed choice, 
And Albion's general voice. 
Have lifted to the faireſt heights of pow'r ! 
See CavenvDisn, who rules belov'd, 
(By every worthy mind approy'd) 
Adds grace to this illuſtrious hour. 


FUL.L CHORUS. 


With ſongs of triumph grace this day, 

To Cæſar ſwell the vocal lay: 

To him our grateful, notes we raiſe, 
Sound, ſound aloud, our Monarch's praiſe 


ODE 


a Seu 
PERFORMED ON 


NoveMBER the 1oth, 1757. 


FULL cHorvs. 


Sons tr freedom ! bons of joy! | 
Every inſtrument employ | 3 

Let the full Choir exalt the lay ; 
To grace our Moxarcn's Natal Day | 


A I. Bt 
Each revolving ſun that brings 
Health to the firft, and beft of Kings; 
With that 3lefing doth impart, 
Joy to every Susjxer's heart. 


CHORUS. 


( 109 ) 


c' HO R US. 


Triumphant ſtrike the loudeſt ftring ! 
Hail the HERO! Hail the KING 


I. 
Freedom ! faireſt gift of Heaven 
Hibernia long hath ſhar'd ; 


To us in peaceful bleſſings given; 
Which Bzprorp comes to guard. 


"Rr: © CIT. 


What dangers ſhook the troubled land, 
When Patriot Russz1. grac'd the band? 
The bold excluſioners he led, 

And in the cauſe of Freedom bled. 


SOLEMN 


( x20 } 


SOLEMN CHORUS. 


Warm in the great, -the glorious cauſe, 
Of our Re ien, and our Laws, | 


What can that noble fire controul ? 
The heat ſtill glows in Bzprozv's foul ! 


10 Pzans joyful fing 1 
In the Viceroy, blefs the K] 


A I R. 


Let CæsAR boaſt Pharſalia's plain; 
Rome glory in Avevsrvus' reign 
5 Let Purrir for be Jove's compeer, 
* His image near the Thunderer ! 

While Groncx with equal ballance reigns, 

Belov'd by IL; and ſtill maintains 
An arduous war: nz! only us ! 

Stands neareſt to That Deity ! 


RECIT. 


61110) 


Mark the diſtinguiſh'd gifts af Heaven, 
To Britain's Monazxon amply given. 


Where hath JusTict held her throne? 
In ArBIox's Ille confeſt. 


Where hath ſweeteſt Mzzxcy ſhone? 
She dwells in Gzorce's breaſt. 


Honour, Virtue, every treaſure, 

All that warm and grace mankind, 
Every worthy, ſocial pleaſure, 

Join to form the Hzro's mind. 


RECIT., 


( m2 ) 


RECIT. Accompanied. 


Sound all the inftruments of ' war, as loud 
As thunder, burſt from the divided cloud 


FULL CHORUS 


Sons of freedom! ſons of joy! l 
Every inſtrument employ ! 75 

Harmony her force ſhall bring! 
Hail the Hzxo! Hail the Kin ! 


A. ODE 


PERFORMED on 


NovemBeR the 1oth, 1759. 


FULL CHORUS. 


To Grones and Liberty now ſtrike the lyre, 
Such ſounds will every loyal breaſt inſpire, 

To gratitude and joy ! this annual lay 

Duteous, records our monarch's natal day, 


1 1. 


duch ſounds aſcend to Heaven with pious awe, 
Where, bleſt reward, inhabits great Nass au. 


Fol. III. 1 | AIR. 


614) 


* A 0 1 R. 1 
Hail, mighty ſhade! though ſnatch'd by fate; 
Still, Patriot Spirit, guard our ſtate, 

From faction, and the foreign foe 
Secur'd by thee, the BRuxswiex line, 


On ALB1o0Nn's throne ſhall ever ſhine, 
While liberty remains below. 
n r. 


To empire born, GzorGE holds his regal ſway, 
Oer ſubjects ſtriving, who ſhall beſt obey. 
| | | A I. R. 
Long live our father and our guide 
Hold thus, with care, the ſteady rein, 
No hoſtile ſhips ſhall dare co ride, 
Unpunith'd on the Weſtern main. 


Da Capo. 


RECIT. 


as 


. 


To GSOROE and Liberty exalt the lay! 
Let earth and ocean hail this glorious day ! 


1. 


Round IERxE's winding ſhore, 
O'er the lawns and meadows wide, 
Where the circling billows roar, 
Where her limpid currents glide. 
In every ſcene, 
Let pleaſure reign, 
And feſtive mirth, 
Her ſons employ ; 
While the hills all around, 
And the echoes reſound, 


| Reſound, reſound the general joy. 


Da Capo. 


MARCH, 


( 6 ) 


M AX C KH. 


Hark! Hark! the joyful murmurs riſe, 
And martial thunders rend the lies! 


A I R. 


Len the thund'ring cannon roar 3 
Should the rath invaders come, 
" Hibernid's ſons will guard their ſhore ! 


Da Caps, . 


R E C IT. 


Vain ſnares for rebels and for actions tools, 
Jerne's ſafe in peace — for Bxproxp rules. 


DUE. 


61) 
DU E T. 


Happy iſle with plenty flowing, 
Rich in ſweets that never cloy, 
Heaven-born liberty beſtowing, 


Every blefling, every joy. 


FULL CHORUS. 


To Gxoncx and Liberty now ſtrike the lyre, 
Such ſounds will ev'ry loyal breafl inſpire, 
To gratitude and joy! this annual lay, 
Duteovs, records our monarch's natal Gay 


61182) 


= 2 


BEING THE FIRST ON 


VI. 


His preſent Ma JESTY's Bixrn Dar, 
1 


Jonz the 4th, 1761. 


R E C IT. 
HisERNIA. late, in mournful mood, 
By the ſoft murm rings of the flood, 

Sat penſive—from the ſiſter ſhore, 

Swift darting Fame a lovely picture bore; 
HizRNIA charm'd, her joys expreſs'd, 
And thus her much- loV d ſons addrefs'd : 


RE CIT. Accompanied. 


Behold ! in all the bloom of ſpring; 
Another Georce, a Briton King 


AIR, 


(' 19 ) 


AIX. 


Great day of hope, bleſt Yourn, renown'd, 
Belov'd, with ev'ry virtue crown'd | 

To thee our longing eyes we raiſe, 

The promiſe of auſpicious days. 


Da Capo. 


FULL CHORUS. 


Behold I in all the bloom of ſpring, 
Another Gzorce, a Bziton King! 


A I R 


Hov'ring angels catch the ſound, 

Waft it thro? the regions round; 

Peace, ſad wanderer! turn this way, 

Liſten to th' alluring lay, 

And hither, with thy ſmiling train, 

O turn thy frighted ſteps again. Da Capo. 


R-ECET, 


( 100 ) 


R E C I. I. 


With war's wide waſting fword oppreſt, 

Ah! who will give the harraſs'd nations reſt ? 

To thee, O Geoxce ! afflifted Nature flies; 

To thee, for her ſurviving ſons, ſhe cries , 

For theu eanſt heal her rankling wound, 
And raiſe her beauties from the ground 


D U E T. 


Gracious to this, his favour'd. iſle, 
Hibernia as Britannia dear ; 

Shall ſhare alike her Sev'rejgn's ſmile, 
And GeroxGt in HaLLirax appear. 


| Da Cope 
R E C I I. 


Our Monarch, as the ſureſt means to bleſs, 
Blends with his own, his people's happineſs, 


AIR. 


61 


'Tis thine to rule thy native land, 

 Bleft with each endearing art: 

Alike to charm, as to command 
Obedience, in the captiv d heart. Da Capo. 


e . 


Hibernia honour'd in her claim, 
Delights to boaſt her faithful flame. 


FULL CHORUS: - 


Her ſons unite, with tranſport ſing, 


Behold} from the imperial ſpring, 
A BRrrom born, a PATRIOT Kins ! 


122) 


VII. 
FOR THE. 
QUEEN's BIR TH-DAY. 
een 


In JANUARY, 1762. 


R E CIT. Accompanied. 


Licar of the world, with pureſt beams adorn, 
The front of Heav'n, and bleſs this happy morn; 
Come from thy chamber in the Eaſt, 
In richeſt gold and purple dreſt, 
Bright as our queen who on this day was born. 


A I R. = 
For her the lilly and the roſe, 
Their aromatic ſcents diſcloſe 3 
On Zephyrs wings the breezes play, 
To waft the ſweets of flow'ry May. 


RECIT. 


(143) 


een 


She came, with all accompliſh'd charms, 
To bleſs our youthful monarch's arms. 


' 9 Be © 


Hymen quick the lovers join'd, 

Hand to hand and mind to mind. 

The nobleſt pair that ever yet, 

In ſweet connubial tranſports met ; 
Love his roſy banners ſpreads, 

Wide in triumph o'er their heads; 

Here his golden ſhafts employs, 

Tipp'd with pleaſures, wing'd with joys. 


| 


1 1 . 


Hear, O hear! Hibernia's pray'r! 
Guard, gracious Heay'n, this royal pair! 


AIR, 


6124) 


AI X. 
Deſcend, Urania, heav'nly mad. 
And touch thy conſecrated lyre 
O lend thy ſoft harmonious ad. 
Prophetic numbers to inſpire ! 
Wrapt into future times, diſplay 
| A race of heroes wiſe and great, 
Unnumber'd bleſſings to convey, 
To Albion's highly favour'd ſtate, 


| D U E x. 
May Britain's Queen for every ſhine, 
Wich bright diſtinguiſh'd rays; 
Sacred to virtue ſo divine, 
Devoted be the Muſes lays. 


FULL CHORUS. 


Sweetly in her ſong reciting, 
Gronok and CHarLOTTE's worth proclaim; H: 
All their graceful deeds uniting, Th 


Their love's immortal as their fame. 
= ODE 


(. 125 ) 


O D E VIII. 


FOR THE. 
KINGs BIRTH-DAY, 
393 ON 


Jux the 4th, 1762. 


R E/ C 1 * 


PakrakE your ſweereſt ſounds prepare! 
Far hence] away! ye ſons of care! 

To joy! to triumph, raiſe the voice ! 

For GOR GE and Laberzy rgoice ! 


ö 


hal mighty King, for nobleſt ents Ueſign'd : == 
Thy country's pride, and glory of mankind. 


RECIT. 


TS; I 


R E CI TL. 


Still may * boſom glow with . 
Still follow virtue to her cloſe retreat; 

That men unborn may bleſs the heav 'nly ray, 
Which ſhone propitious on thy natal day. 


R 
Thy worth inſpires the poet's ſong, 
The patriot's bold, yet loyal tongue, 
The hero's gen'rous ſtrife : 
Thine are retirement's calmer joys, 


And all the ſoft endearing ties, 
Of ſweet domeſtic life. 


R E C I T. 


See | on Hibernia's happy plains, © 
Content, with ſocial pleaſure reigns ; 
Amidſt her ſwains, their guardian ſee, 
The mountain nymph, fweet Liberty ! 


AIR. 


6 127 ) 


& 1 K 


By her, to victory we "re led! 

For her our great fore-fathers bled ! 
Divine inſpirer} heavy nly maid! 
Grant us thy never-failing aid. 


er. 


To rule this iſle, our ſovereign has given, 
His fav'rite HALLIrAX ! beloy'd of Heay'n 
O make the vaulted roof with echo ring, 
And for the Patriot Viceroy, bleſs the King ! 


«1-2 


Beſt of princes, on thy head, 

May Heav'n ſelected honour's ſhed ! 
O, Sire! our grateful thanks approve, 
Accept our duty fraught with love, 


RECIT, 


Niels 


R E CI x. 


Sooth'd by the mildnals of our march eye, 
Diſcords appeas'd, and factions couching lie. 
United thus, by his all-powerful charms, | 
na eee ee. 


A I R. 


Juſtice and valour muſt facteed, 
And laſting treaſures bring ; 

' Conqueſt and glory are decreed, mn 
The arms of Britain's King, Da Capo. 


DUET and CHORUS. 


Prepare] your ſweeteſt ſounds prepare 
Far hence ! away ! ye ſons of care! 
To joy ! to triumph, raiſe your voice 
For Gxonoꝝ and Liberty rejoice! 


QUEEN's BIRTH D Ax. 
PERFORMED 


Is JANUARY, 1763. 


RECIT. DUET, and CHORUS. 


QacktD to CHARLOTTE ſhines this day, 
Hin EANIA ſtrikes her ancient lyre; 

For CxanLoTTs calls her choiceſt lay, 
And wakes to rapture all her choir. 


Vol. III. K AIR 


(130. ) 


AK | 


3 


4 05 IG the nh and delights —" 
On thy propitious imfluence, 
Our halcyon days depend! 
Whatever charms the ſoul or ſenſe, 
| RN and ſacred harmony, 
Accompliſh'd Quren, muſt flow from thee | 


RECIT. 
Great k#fþy Qutzs, to Tlie is given, 
The farſt, the choiceſt gift of Heav'n ! 


Hinzg14's ſons rever d the morn, | 

To! Britain's c Crown a Px INCE Was born: 

Hail bappy: mother!—ſoft tranſporting name, 

Dearex, chan al chat yell the rolls of fame. 
Da Capo. 


71 A | A 


A n. 


. 


Around the Throne ſoon may we ſee, 
Such dear, connubial bleflings grow I 
Hail, mighty Monaxcy, ſprung from thee, 
Hall, lovely ſource, from whenee they flpw ) 
Freedom beneath their thade ſhall Rang, |. 
Nor fear the rude invader's hand. 
| Da Capo. 


1. 


Happy favorite, born to prove 
The Monarcn's and the Subjecbs love. 


A 1 KR 


Deſending from ſuperior ſtate, - 

Freely ſhe ſmiles on all ſhe ſees, 
With no forbidding pride elate; 

Born to command, and born to pleaſe. 


K 2 DUET 


0 132 5 


DUET and CHORUS, 
Sacred to CHarLoTTE ſhines this day, 
 Hiszrn1a ſtrikes her ancient lyre; 
For CrarLoTTE culls her choiceſt lay, 

And wakes to raptures all her choir. 


— 
« 4 = © 1 
- 
2 4 > * > 
- 
* = 
gots 3 a4s+ 
* 
1 
1 - 
hy 
„ — 
* - " Abs - 
- 
- 


ODE 


( 233 ) 


= B £ 


FOR THE 


el. 


K 3 


X. 


KING's BIRT H. D Ax. 


Jon the 4th 1763. 


Tins day to Bz1Tain's throne was giv'n, 
The firſt, the greateſt boon of Heav'n: 

A RovaL Britain, born to bleſs, 

To give the groaning world redreſs. 


GRAND 


' 
| 
( 


| ( #44 /) 


GRAND, C HORUS. 
| Wan is no more | 
The thund'ring drum---the cannons roar, 
Depart from the affrighted ſhore, 
War is no more! 
L-. AQ | 1- 1 


. - 


F 
r. 
Groxcx gave the word, 
Bade horrors ceaſe ; 
He ſheath'd the ſword, 
9 
Bleſt, happy change, ſince we can now relate, 
Our ſorrows paſt as benefits of fate. 
A I R. 
Friedins, delight of human kind; = 
In Peace thy uſeful ſweets are found; 
Improvements then imploy the mind, 
And ſpears are into plongh-ſhares ground: 
The ſoldier now to ſafety brought, 


Manutes the land fot which he fought. 
RECIT. 


6883 


RE CI. 


Now ſplendid Commerce rears her golden head, 
By whom the induſtrious are with plenty fed: 
The wiſh*d-for fleet falutes the ſhore, 
And the glad merchant ſighs no more. 


IX. 
Our valiant arms, our conqueſts won, 
The race of glory nobly run, 
Fame ſpreads both far and wide: 
O happy people, brave and free, 
Whoſe various wealth, ſpread o'er the ſea, 
Flows in with every tide, 


R E CI T. Slow, ſolemn ſymphony. 


To the Supreme, who gave us aid, 
Be our thankſgiving duly paid. 


Slow, 


(6 ) 


Slow, Solemn. AIR. 


Now to the temple's hallow'd ſhrine, 

Where rapture ſwells the hyma divine. 
The Royal Pair aſcend: 

RuLzk or woRLDs, to Thee they bow, 

From Thee a nation's bleſſings flow, 
And Kincs on TnER depend. 


in r. 
From ſhining courts, we change the ſcene, 
To the ſoft, roſy, blooming queen, 


Of fragrant bowers, come, Flora, bring 
All the rich produce of the ſpring. 


DUE T, 
| HisERxIAN nymphs and ſwains, advance 
With jocund ſong, and frolic dance 


This day demands your choieeſt treaſure, 
Feſtive ſportings — rural pleaſure. 


AIR 


( 731 ) 


«2-06: 


Behold each vale with plenty crown's, 
Enrich'd with fruit of various dye; | 
Mark the low ſhrub that creeps the ground, 
And the tall oak that braves the ſky : 

The proſp'rous harveſt claims our care; 
The bleſt rewargs of toil we ſhare. 


CHORUS. 


H1BeRNIAN nymphs and ſwains, advance 
With jocund ſong, and frolic dance— 
This day demands your choiceſt treaſure, 
Feſtive ſportings—rural pleaſure. 


1 
| 
| 


6360 


o D E Kl. 


FOR THE 
QUEEN' BIR TH-DAY, 
| PERFORMED 


In JANUARY 1764. 


AIR and CHORUS. 


Cove thou laughter-loving power, 
Goddeſs of the icſtive hour, 


Roſy Mirth—and bring along, - 
Blithſome ſport, and jocund ſong, 

To welcome in th auſpicious day, 
When glad Izzne tunes her harp to pay 
To CHARLoTTE's praiſe the tributary lay. 


A 1 R 


(139) 


A I R. 
With every brighteſt virtue crown'd, 
| Adorn'd with every grace; 
She reigns, by grateful nations own'd, 
The Sovxziox of her race. 


CHORUS. 


Ye powers who watch o'er Britain's throne, 
Look from your ſphere of glory down ; 
Look down and hear a people's prayer, 
Protect and guard this royal pair 
CHARLOTTE and GeorGt by Heaven deſign'd 
To bleſs each other, and mankind, 

Let no malignant cloud their days o'ercaſt, 
But each new hour be happier than the laſt, 


dei. 
And ſee—our prayers ſucceſsful prove, 
Another ſon has bleſs d their love. 
ACN; | AIR. 


(1400 


A I X. 


May every happy year encreaſe 

Thoſe pledges of our future peace, 
To guard, and grace their parents throne, 
With native vittues like their own. 


DUET. 


So, happy CHARLor rx, ſhall thy name, 
In Britain's lateſt annals ſhine ; 

Nor in her duty to thy fame, 

Shall pleas'd IEA Nx fail to join: 

Tea faithful to the Brunſwick line. 


R E CIT. 


Juſt to that faith, her Mownarxcn's care, 
Has choſen Pezxcy's honour'd heir, 
Nor THUMBERLAND, with generous hand, 
To deal his favours thro” the land. 

Aw'd at the name, wild tumults ceaſe, 
Ambitious feuds are huſh'd in peace, 
Concord reſumes her ſmiling reign, 
With every bleſſipg in her train. 
1 CHORUS. 


( 14x ) 


CHORUS, 
Py 

Come thou laughter-loving power, 
Goddeſs of the feſtive hour, 
Roſy mirth—and bring along 
Blithſome ſport, and jocund ſong, 
To welcome in the auſpicious day, 
When glad Izzne tunes her harp to pay, 
To Cnaxrorrz's praiſe the tributary lay. 


, ' * *. 
- Ss " 
"ODE 


FOR TAE 


QUEEN's BIRTH-DAY, 


| PERFORMED 
| mere Top 


lo JANUARY, 1766. 


RECIT. 


| HisERNIA ſmiles! her ſons proclaim 
Some happy choice, ſome fav'rite name; 
"Tis HxRTroxp rules the iſle: _ 
Thus Egypt's bird, at Phebus call, 
Sees various realms, and charms them all, 
But moſt its native ſoil ; 8 
Hxxrronp approves this annual lay, 
p And Jeads the honours of the day. 


( 143 ) 


AI X.; 


Science and Arts their influence ſhed, 
And learning rears its awful head; 
Widows and orphans ſmile; 
Behold ! by whom they!re happy made, 
See, who calls merit from che ſhade; 
The Quzzn of Britain's iſle. 


= CC IF. 


Hail, lovely Quzznx to thee belong 
The ſtrains, which bards of old eſſay'd; 
Be thine the lays, be. thine the ſong, 
| of ev N. -e md. 


ta. 1. 


ee eee ed 2528 
In her bright, 2accompliſtiſd; mind. 
There the ſocial virtues meet, 
That can every care ſubdue ; 
There the graces are complete ; 
Ever charming, ever new! Da Capo. 


DUET, 


( 144 ) 
DUET. 
Born with all the powers m pleaſe 


Sweetly ſoothing, to impart | 
Tranſport to a MonarcH's heart. 


Da Cape. 


EC 1 r. 


1 # 


Be Hear'n's peculiar cn, 

Crown'd with bleſſings, given to bleſs ; 
Another pledge of public happineſs | 
Sweet babes! ——— we fs, 
Er ae. | 


WW 


1 * 
1p? 


n 1 4 i = 
* & "AIR. 


Dear ſource of ſoft domeſtic n! 
Sweet ſolitude, that never cloys ! 

Thus may life's tufrent gently flow, 
And pour forth ev'ry hoe below, | 


( 75 (i -- 122 4 1 Da Capo; 


AIR and FULL cc. 
Rejoice | Hiberaia's ſons rejoice | 
The loyal heatt vill prompt tlit voite 
Let care be baniſh'd far away, 
Our Quzzn has made it holliday. 


5 0 Tuz 
KINGs BIRTH-DAY, 
_ PERFORMED ON 


Jun 4 the 4th. 1769. 


R E CI I. 


| Th OU faireſt daughter of the various year, 
O, June! how bright thy flow'ry ſcenes appear; 
The greateſt prince, the foremoſt ſon of fame, 
To thee bequeaths the glories of his name. 


"os | a 


KE&S 


6147) 


1 


Perfect virtue's manly grace, 
Let the harmonious choir diſplay, 

The brighteſt of the royal race, 
Animates the breathing lay. 

Supreme of all celeſtial pow'rs, _ 

Bleſs our Monazcn's ſocial hours, 

Ev'ry earthly bliſs prepare, 

Faith and Truth deſerve your care. 


. 


With modeſt confidence come forth, 
Neglected Truth and pining Worth, 
By Gron o belov'd, and known. 
Bur fear the light'ning of his ere. 
Ye ſplendid fraud, and evry lie, 
That ſkulk behind the throne. 


( 


A. 1 R. 


O happy Bs ITAIN, Joyful hour, 
Where reigns humanity with ch r, 
Integrity with art, 
 Unwearied bounty ſtill beſtows, 
Let ſtill the public current flows 
Entire in ev'ry part. | 


R K C 1 T. 


HISERNIA looks with fond ſurpriſe, 
To fee ſweet Concord ſmiling riſe, 
To ſee the royal favours ſhed, 
Around her Ile wa honour'd head. 


RE OK 7. Acompanic 
Hail, bleft Izzxs, hoſpitable ſhore, 


May faction ne er divide her ſubjects more; 
Peace Oer the ifle extends her balmy wings, 


And thus her grateful, happy peaſant ſings: 
DUET. 


- -. „ — 


. A 4 
This happy day ſhall bleſs the year, 
Now Sol's full glory is difplay'd ; 
The ſmile of beauty ev'ry vale ſhall wear, 
The voice of ſong, Enliven ty ty fhadb, 


CHOR U Ss. 


To Gzoftes dur KO relle thi fern, 
Theſe are the bleſſings of his reign, 


FOR THE 
KINGs BIRTH-DAY, 
PERFORMED ON 


Jones the 4th, 1770. 


RE C1-T. 


In his old courſe, the luſty ſun, 
Rejoicing, now, begins to run; 
And while his eye the world ſurveys, 
To Britain's iſles the tribute pays; 

_ Gladly to own, in all he ſers, * 
None are ſo bleſt, ſo bleſt as theſe. 


RE CII. 


( 131 ) 


RECIT. Accompanied. 


Now Phoebus ſheds his brighteſt ray, 
To gild our Monarcn's natal day 


CH OR U & 
 Hipzrnia's ſons with joy advance; 
Swell the chorus—fill the dance, 


And in grateful, loyal ſtrains, 
Tell the world a Burrox reigns. 


AIX. 


Happy IsLts ! thus bleſt by fate, | 
In a Sov'rE1GN, good, as great; | x | 
Gently may his hours glide, - 
Domeſtic bliſs round him flow, 
His lovely Conson r by his de; 2 
See each look with tranſport glow : 5 | | 
While ſmiling « on their beauteous race, f 
The parents hearts with j Joy expand, 


To view in ev'ry opening grace, 
A promisg'd bleſſing to the land. 


„„ + CRORUS 


[ 152 ) 


S HO R U $ 


Grateful ſubjets gladly own, 


AIR 


J]iuſtice with foes e ed 
Manly ſenſe, with honour join'd, 
All adorn the Monazcn's mind· | 


rr 


1 Glad han, joins ber voice, 0 
* Happy in her ſov'reign's choice 
Fowsnznv's worth with 19 2 
= | For the ver ue th King. 


2 e | © 1 RK, 


( 193 ) 


= A J | 

. * N14 
Peace and pleaſure, joy and love, 
Through the Ie with freedom rove; 

The olive now its influence ſheds; 

The lauret crona the heroes heads; 
The mountain nymph—a goddeſs ſhe ! 
(Fair patroneſs of liberty) 
With ſmiling Ceres —hand in hand, 
Joy diffuſe throughant the land. 


CHORUS 


To Groxox our Kix renew the ſtrain; | 
May gracious Heay'n prolong his reign. 


ODE 


( 354 ) 


© DE Xv. 
5 3 | 
QUE E N's BI R r k. AY. 


In JAN UARY, 1772. 
R E, C IT. 


La b captivating trains 
Of ſwelling harmony begin; 
In tuneful numbers let the ſwains, _ 
The Vicerey's due attention win; 
HixERNIA charm'd, will animate the lay, 
That welcomes in great CnaxTOrTE's natal day. 


AIR. 


(155 ) 


A I R. 


Hail day of joy, great Queen renown'd, 
Belov'd, with every virtue crown'd; | 
The ſocial titles all are thine, 

They make the great illuſtrious ſhine. 

The Muſe can with delight commend, 
The Wirr, the Mornzn, and the Friend. | 


TE. 


May no corroding cares her breaſt intrude, 
For ſuch can no admiſſion find, 
- Within the bright accompliſh'd mind, 
That knows the joys of Heav'nly ſolitude, 


AIR, 


(- - 256 ) 


A IX. 


Britons, admire her bleſl retreat, 

Kind nature's hoſpitable ſeat, 

Which ey'ry good contains; 
Where from invidious ſcenes of ſtate, 
Secure and innocently great, 
Vitae triumphant reigns. 


R E C I T. 


Our Qvxzu enjoys the ſweets of life; 
Bleſt with her lovely, blooining race, 
(Wick whom" our hopes and/joys encreaſe7 
Future ſceptres they ſhall weild; 
Shine in courts, and graſp the ſhicld ! 


” 


AIR, 


157 


A 1 R 


Lohg live © our Kino, & inſtruct cher youth; 

How to rule where freedom reigns ; 
More than crowns to value truth, 

And bind fierce tyranny: in chains: 
May theſe heirs of royal blood, 
Proſp'rous, healthy, wiſe, and good, 

Through ev'ry age ariſe ; 1 
Till ſeaſons leave the circling years, 
Till Heay'n diſſolves its radient ſpheres, 
Till CaanLoTtTEs virtue diſappears, 
Or GrorGce's glory dies 


CHORU 8. 
Amen, amen, wich heart and voice, 
HiBzRx1a's ſohs will thus rejoice. 


o DE 


6158) 


o D E Xv. 


'FOR THE 


KIN G BIRTH-DAY, 


| PERFORMED ON ' 


£ \ 


Jun x the 4th, 1771. 


(Ali: the Overture a full Symphony. ) 


RE CIT, Avompanied. 


H axx: what tranſports load the gale ? 
Around the voice of rapture rings, 
Hail H1Bzzn1a's ſons, all hail ! | 

© Joyful ſtrike the trembling ſtrings ; 
Rouze the dull ear of pale deſpair, 
And ſmooth the frowns of brooding care. 


- 


RT £X.-7\ 
* V1 as 


AIR, 


( 159 ) 


1 


Ye ever watchful guardian pow'rs, 

Who fondly round our Monazxcn wait, 
Bid the ſmiling circling hours, 

Waft new glories to his ſtate; 

On him letev'ry bleſſing flow, 

That man can hope, or Heay'n beſtow. 


en 


Hear, gracious pow 'rs our freyent 8 | 
And make this beſt of Emos your care. 


e 


en 


The Sov'x REIN of bleſt 'Albior's iſle, 
Diſdains the falſe, the laviſh ſmile; 
He ſeeks the ſympatheric ſoul, . 
That knows nor arts, nor fears controul; . 
No lips that breathe affections Faithleſs lore, 


mae and chan de prove 


RECII. 


(ww) 


R E GI T. 
Look at the Tyrons ! fair virtue's rays, 
= Muft, from the heights of (gods, beg blaze, 


Lords of the earth, 8 ye may, 
By birth, appointed leaders of mankind, _ 
Tb unreaſoning million willingly obey, 
And leaving toil and induſtry behind, 
- Ruſh different 2 . * bliſs to find, 
© AlktingVaws; ue ur wagen rer 
I be boon companion, Baccavs, loud and vain, 
All, all to midnight temples rove; 
To wanton motio1 and the lover's ſigh, 
To thought-beguilin bey, and mating revelry 
. l 241: Ry"; dul? 51 
Ye great ind yoo, be yot tlie pious duk 
- Afibyonr Kine to fe A. threat ned land; 
public vire atone, 


Who makes the welfare of mankind his own. 
'T 1 — WE! 8 | | 5 + A I R. 


9 ** — — 2 — >. 8 
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6 1 * 


MN S&T 


il 

Lo Tuer mal hand his merits up to Fats: 
And grave on adamant his royal name; 
Through ages far remote, prophetic ſee, 

How virtue, wiſdom, and the arts agree; 
How faith exalted lifts her angel head, 

By truth ſupported, and by reaſon led. 

Her gentle ſceptre o'er the land ſhall ſway, 
And teach rebellious nature to obey ; 

Faiion diſarm'd, ſhall liſten to her lore, | 
And diſcord chain'd, diſturb the world no more. 


FULL CHORUS. 


Hear, Heav'nly pow'rs, our pious pray'r ! 
Health for our Sov'x RN we implore; 
Be his bleſt life your chiefeſt care, 
His loyal ſubjects aſk no more. 


Vol. III. M ODE 


2.4 


XVII. 


FOR TAE 


QUEEN's BIRTH- DAY. 


" PERFORMED 


R JANUARY 1773. 


FULL CHORUS. 


Hurd Maden n os wits, 
_  Haxcovrf 'thinitiahds the loyal ſtrain; 

Each willing mind with joy obeys, 

And to the beſt of Quzzns the tribute pays. 


iy) 


K 2 . A I R 


6163) 


A IX. 


A form where awful honour ſhines, 
Where ſenſe and ſweetneſs move; 

And angel innocence refines 
Each ſentiment of love. 


ein 

Mortal beauties muft decay; 
But Virtue gives what time can't ſteal away, | 

A 1 R. | 


Thoſe a are the 4 of virtue! 8 theme, 
Without whoſe vital aid, 5 
Cnfiniſh'd all the features ſeem, 
And all the colours fade. 


R E C IT. 


Such Bliſs gar Rarramys' SKIN doth Heav lm, 


To us is given ocleſtial liberty ! 1 
A train of Kings their mutual love ſupplies, | 


A glorious ſcene to Albion's raviſh'd eyes. 
M 2 AIR, 


6164 ) 


A I R. 


Tho? faction wars with ceaſeleſs din, 
And ſtorms without tis calm within; 
To Virtue and her magic ſhield, 

Th infernal crew A yield.” 


R E CI T. 
Behold how oft the RorAL Pair, 
Quit the throng'd PaLace—(ſplendid care!) 
To ſeek the calm, the ſweet receſs, | 
Where dwells that cherub---happineſs ! 


a = - WY 


There, in the evening's ſolemn hour, 
Adore that great Almighty Power, 
Who takes ſuch virtues to his care, 


And angels guard the Reyal Pair. 


2 | ti. 


( 165 ) 


Religion now freſh beams her chearing ray, - 
Since our lov'd Monazcn gladly owns her ſway ; 
Ar his example Vice aſtoniſh'd falls, 

Deteſted exile, from thoſe happy walls. 


FULL CHORUS. 


Come, thou ever-ſmiling power, 

Goddeſs of the feſtive hour; ; 
Heav'n-born mirth, and bring along 

The tuneful harp - the grateful ſong ! 

Each willing mind with joy obeys, 

And to the beſt of Quxxxs this tribute pays. 


ODE 


( 1660 


o D E XVIII. 


POR FHE 


KINGs BIRTH-DAY, 


- 


| Tonne on 
Jon the 4th, 1775. 


R K. C. 1 1. 


VI guardian angels, pow'rs benign, 
Exert your ſtrength, indulgent bleſs 
This day, in each revolving year, 
With faireſt marks of great ſucceſs ! 
This happy day to us was given 
A Britiſh King—the gift of Heav'n ! 


0 AIR. 


16 


1. 
Hail, auſpicious morning, hail ! 
May no ruffling tempeſt veil 
The ſcene of tranſport as it flows, 
No frowning diſcord diſcompoſe : 
Care be hence, and feeble 286. 
Jealouſy, and hateful rage; 


Love and youth ſhall rule the day, 
Love and youth for ever gay. 


er 


Riſing on this fay'rite iſle, 
Pleaſure ſheds her'chearing ſmile, 
Come, fair Peace, with olive wand, 


(Too long a ſtranger'to'this land) 


Join the jovial choir of youth, 
With all the fiſterhood of truth, 


See all with hands and hearts conſpire, 


To ſtrike the ſilver-ſounding lyre. 


AIR. 


468 


A 13 
Let Hibernia's grateful voice, 
Loudeſt oer the reſt rejoice, 
Sweetly with her Harp uniting, | 
All her Moxaxcn's worth proclaim, 
All the patriot love reciting ; 
Love as boundleſs as his fame. 


R EC I r. 


Thus George (as Albion's happy plains confeſs) 
Rules but to ſave, and governs but to bleſs. 


AIX. 
Hail Kin, belov'd—whoſe judging eye, 
Merit, unheeded, can deſcry, 


Whoſe ſmiles can rear the bluſhing head, 
And all its latent powers ſhed ! 


So, from the earth the hidden gem, - 
Shines, and adorns his diadem. 


FULL. 


61690 


FULL CHORUS. 


Let all with hands and hearts conſpire; 
Sound the trumpet—ſtrike the lyre— 
This happy day to us was given 

A Britiſh King=the gift of Heav'n. 


ron THz 
QUEEN's BIRTH-DAY. 


Is JANUARY 1776. 
r. 
Once Rome expir'd, with glory fraught, 
Beyond what later ages caught— 
The graces droopt—the virtues bled— 
And all the Attic ſpirit fled, 


The Musk in grief, reclin'd her penſive head, 
And ver her breaſt, her folded arms ſhe ſpread. 


& - From 


1 


From the white cliffs of Brita ſhore, 
Round BRTTANNIA“s Ra-girt Iſle 
Bzr1iTajn ! land of wealth and power, 


Bleſt with plenty's chearing ſmile. 


Lo! a form divine appears, 
Bright MixRRvA ſtands confeſt : 
There her ſacred Zgis-rears, 
And fondly ſhields a female breaſt. 


Graceful ſhe fpoke, . Thy toil give Oer, 
Each clime ſave this, thou ſhalt forego ; 

« A wanderer o'er the earth no more, 
Here let thy numbers ſweetly flow, 


« To Britain's Quxen exalt thy voice, 
„ Sbe, the favorite of my ſoul; 
Deareſt object of my choice, 
In thy ſacred page enroll. 


CHARLOTTE'S 


( 172 ) 


CAR TOT TE“s virtues fix her reign, * 
: Qreen of captivated hearts; | 
Hark, what notes of rapt'rous ſtrain, 
Loyalty its force imparts! 
Joy o'erflowing knows no bound, 
Charlotte's name, the hills reſound. 


Now, our much-lov'd Moxnarcn's name, 
Fills the ſacred breath of fame; 
GrorGt and CHanrLoTTE form'd to prove 


All the Joys of power and love. 


_ FULL CHORUS. 


Bleſt be the days i in every circling year, 
That gave them birb---to every Briton dear. 


T O 


L 


Sir WILLIAM BREWER, Bart: 
In K E N T. 


WRITTEN in the YEAR 1724- 


ut 


Mo SE! to my worthy friend an of ring 
bring; | 

And his fair garden, in ſoft numbers ſing: 

Sweet let thy verſe from unforc'd nature flow, 
Yer ſtrongly mark'd let the full figures glow , 
As when drawn clouds unveil the bluſhing ſky, 
And Heay'n burns broad with a vermillion dye, 
While thro? the grovy tracks, cool zephyrs paſs, 
To fan the ſilver ſtreams; and ſweep the gras. 


— 


Deep, 


(4) 


Deep, in ſurrounding woods, there ſhines a ſeat, 
Nature's bleſt favourite, and Love's retreat; 
Green, amid ſtony wilds, riſe op'ning bow'rs, 
Atth'd wich a wreathy beavin'of pendant flows : 
Cool, in the burning dog-ſtar's ſultry ſway ; 

Yet in the ice of winters warm and 27. 


- — 4A 


O ſhades, well N like your owner's 
mim, 


| Where ſoft, and lid. are bs nature rinks; 
Sublimely wiſe, and to perfection bleſt, 
— know to judge, and dare to chooſe the beſt. 
Beauty and wit, in your lov'd conſort : meet, 
Where all chat $ noble, lives with all that's ſweet ; 
At once your wife, your partner, and your friend, 
She curbs, your cares, and does your] Joys extend. 
You are the point which all her hopes purſue; 
And if ſhe ſings, ſhe ſweetly ſings of you! : 
In her, alone, you ev'ry bleſſing find, 
Charm to your eye, and cordial to _ mind. 


0 Ever 


. 


5) 


Ever thus bleſs'd, may life wear flow away, 

And ſume new chart mark ev'n its lateft day; 
May no noiſe reach you, but thro* ruſtling trees, 
When their broad boughs bend from the thurm'ring 


Lift me, ſome god, from this tumultuous town, 
And near that heav'nly umbrage ſet me down 
In ſoftie mall cottage, that delightful ſtands, 
Some clean thatch'd tenement within your lands; 
Hemm'd with high roſy banks, and ſhadowy bow'rs, 
A ſnow of bloſſoms and a wild of flow'rs; 
Where the low vine does the tall elm beſeech, 
And the ſweet lime tree woos the uſeful beech ; 
Till the mix'd boughs compoſe a roofy ſhade, 
And no bold ſun-beam can my reſt invade : 

Here out of hated ſcandal's noiſy ſound, 

Stretch'd in ſweet leiſure on the filent ground ; 
Deathleſs companions of my ſhade I'd chooſe, 
The few fix'd fav'rites of our Engliſh Muſe : 
High ſoaring Mil rom]! Dxvypen ſweet of ftrain ! 
Urdying SHAKESPEARE! and wild SPENCER's vein! 


Sometimes 


( 176 ) 


Sometimes familiar Joxnsox in low flight, 
Shall place the vulgar world before my ſight; 
But WaLLER's numbers moſt my heart ſhall 
For the prevailing paſſion there, is love; 
But naming love, hark ! Clio tunes the ſtrings, 
And the ſoul melts before her, as ſhe ſings; 
What prouder ornaments of life remain, 

I leave for foals to ſeek—and knaves to gain. 


IMITATION 


OF THE 


PERVIGIL or VENUS, 


From the Latin of 


CATULLUS URBICARIUS. 


By a FRI E N D. 


. 


» «<4 


» 4 
** 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


19 


Tan following Imitation was finiſhed 
before the Imitator had ſeen Dr. Parn elle's 
elegant Tranſlation of this Poem: And as 
he has gone on a different Plan, entirely, 
from the Doctor, he hopes the Reader will 
not think him a Plagiary. —— . 


N 2 PE R- 


PERVIGILIUM VENERIS, 


P. CATULLI URBICARII. 


Clans amet, qui nunquam amavit: Quique 
| amavit cras arnet : | 

Ver novum, ver jam canorum, vere natus orbis eſt; 

Vere concordant amores ; vere nubant alites : 

Et nemus comam reſolvit, maritis imbribus. 

Cras amorum copulatrix, inter umbras arborum, 


Implicat caſas virentes deflagello myrteo. 


Cras 


( 181 ) 


_— x T7 AT 10 


OF THE 


PERVIGIL OT VENUS. 


Now let him love, who never lov'd before, 
And he who hath, let him again adore; 
*T was the firſt tuneful ſpring when Chaos fled, 
And earth in bloſſom rear'd her blooming head. 
In Spring the loves, 
The cooing doves, 
The wanton birds delight; 
From vernal ſhowers, 
Spring leaves, and flowers, 
So pleaſing to the ſight. 
N 3 See 


Cras Dione jura decit fulta ſublimi trono. 


. * * a ; 
(2) . * 1 . * i 


* . — — * - 
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Cras amet qui nunquam amavit; quique amavit, 
cras amet. 


Tune 


(133) 


See how the branches cloſe entwine, 
And own the pow'r of love divine! 
The Myrtle, ſacred to the Queen of Love, 
In twiſted branches forms the duſky grove; 
On her high throne, 
The goddeſs ſits alone; 

Her law declares, 
Whilſt each one ſhares, 2 
In raptures all his wu. 


The ſimple ſwain who ne'er has lov'd, 
To- morrow will declare his pain, 
And he who in thoſe paths has rov'd, 


Will fondly love again. 


NA II. Hail 


« 184 ) 


Tune liquore de. ſuperno, ac ſpumeo pontiẽ 
globo, , _ 
Cœrulas inter catervas inter et bepedes equos, 


Fecit undantem dionem de maritis Imbribus, 


Cras amet, qui numquam amavit z quique amavit 
cras amet. - 


Ipſa, 


( 185 ) 


wo: 


Hail goddeſs; ſprung from Jove, 
Diſpenſing happineſs and love; 
The emanation from above, 

Mix'd with the foam, by Neptune ſent, 
Obedient to the will of Jove, 

Form'd this fair Queen, mankind's content. 
Behold the goddeſs, floating to the ſhore, 

By ſea nymphs guarded, and the train, 

By Neptune ſent to ſearch the main, 


And every rock explore. 


See how the ſcaly fry, in wanton freaks, 
Diſplay their joy ; ſee the ſea-horſe, 

Th' yndulating ſurge now breaks, 
And with his twining tail directs his courſe. 


The maid who never yet has been, 
Wounded by Love's reſiſtleſs dart, 

Now ſighing, mournfully is ſeen, 
With anguiſh at her heart; 


And 


Ipſa, gemmeis purpurantem piogit annum floribus; 
Ipſa turgentis papillas de favoni ſpiritu, 


Unguet in toros tepentes. 


158. roris lucidi 


Noctis aura quem relinquit, ſpargit humenteis aquas, 
Et micant lachrymæ trementes de cadivo pondere 


Guta præceps, orbe parvo, ſuſtinct caſus ſuos. 


In 


13 


And ſhe who formerly hath lov's, 
Again will wear Love's pleaſing chain, 
And though the torments may have proy'd, 
Will fondly love again. 


7 II. ' +8 eins. 


All nature owns thy pow'rs, = 
Who paints the mead with flow'rs; | 
The party-colour'd tulips ſhew, 
Thy influence, when fond zephyrs blow; 
With fragrance crowns the bluſhing roſe, 
The whole creation, grateful glows. 

In Summer's nights, 

The heav'nly dew, 
Is catch'd by each depending flow'r, 

Each trembling tear, 

Its fall may fear, 

So very weak its pow'r; 


Falling . 


( 188 ) 


In pudorem florulentz, prodierunt purpuræ 


Humor ille, quem ſerenis aſtra rorant noctibus, 
Mane virgines papillas ſolvit humenti peplo, 


Ipſa juſſit mane ut udæ virgines nubant roſæ. 


Furæ 


( 189 ) 


Falling it ſeems, yet ſtill ſuſtains 
Its hold, till Sol his beams expands, 
Or ſhaken by the winds, complains 
Of ſuch ſevere commands, 


Yet thus the flow'rs give delight, 
And gain new beauties thro? the night. 


The moiſture falling from above, 
Expand the ſwelling buds with love; 
Each ſwelling bud, thus veil'd in dew, 
Unfolds its beauties to our view. 


Behold Aurora comes ! 
The bluſhing nymphs around ; 
With roſes bind your hair, 
And ſtrew the verdant ground; 


Venus 


| E 


Fuſæ aprino de cruore, de que amoris s ofculis, 
De que gemmis, & que flammis, de ſolis purpuris 
Cras ruborum qui i late bat, veſte tectus ignea, 


nico marito nodo nonpudebit ſolvere. 


4 z 1 
+ 


Cras amet, 10 hl athavie; B amavit 


Ipfa 


(1510 


Venus herſelf the colour gave, 
The fragrancy did Love, 

And gems, or flames, or rays of light, 
The luſtre will * 8 


2. 932 212119 ' 


Till | morn her ey veil he holds, 
Unbluſhing every ſweet unfolds ; 
To-morrow weds 
112 The ſportive gale 
Diſplays her charms, 
Her verdant veil 


Stile Burſts, nr drrads her lovers 2 arms, 


The maids, who've long neglected been, 
Inſpir'd by love will own his pow'r, 
In frolicks gay, be ſprightly ſeen, 
And bleſs the happy hour. 
The widow, frolickſome and gay, 
By paſſion urg'd, thus kindly led, 
Will own thy fierce ſuperiour ſway, 
Nor ſhun a ſecond bed. 


TV Come, 
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Ipſa nymphas, diva ſuco juſſet ire myrteo, g 
| X It puer comes puellis; nec tamen credi poteſt 
= / Eff: amorem feriatum, fi ſagittas vexerit, 


Ite nymphæ poſuit arma. ' Fereatus eſt amor 3 


Juſſus eſt inermis ire-—nudus ire juſſus eſt ; 


Neu quid arc6, neu ſagitta, neu quid igne lederit. 


_— OI _-” 
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IV. 


Come, every nymph, 
The queen of love commands, 


And in the myrtle grove, 
| There join your hands. 
I fee the amorous boy, 
All arts employ, 
To gain your hearts, 
Conceals his darts, 
Malicious in his joy. 
Without his bow, thus careleſly array'd, 
A fit companion to the artleſs maid, 
The ſmiling Goddeſs has ordain'd, | 
Love quite unarm'd ſhould go; | | 
This favour have your fears obtain'd, . | 
Of his reſiſtleſs bow. 
No arrows now, 9 
No twanging bow, | _ 
Love's here without a name, 
Naked the boy, 
With artful joy, 
Conceals the amorous flame, 
Vol. HI. Q- - See 


Sed tamen nymphæ cavete, quod Cypido pulcer eſt; 


Totus eſt in armis idem, quando nudus eſt amor, 


Cras amet qui nunquam amavit; qui 119 
cras umet. 


- Compari 
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See how his beauty charms the ſight, 


Each maid beholds, with great delight, 
Admires his youthful blooming charms, 


None dread the force of Cupid's arms : 
"Tis danger in extreme—O maids, beware— 
The rogue is full as threacherous as fair. 


Tho? naked thus, tho' thus unarm'd, 


Nor danger threatning from his bow; 
You've then moſt cauſe to be alarm'd 


And fear the artful foe. 


Cupid adorn'd in nature's charms, 
Is abſolute, and up in arms. 


The reverend Sire, tho? blind with age, 
By thee impell'd, will fondly ſtrive, 
Another Cloe to engage, 
And keep his flame alive. 


Old bachelors, in vice grown gray, 
Who've trod the paths of lawleſs love, 
Will own thy univerſal ſway, 
Thy humble votaries prove. 
O 2 V. The 


Compari Venus pudore, mittit ad te virgines 
| Una res eſt quam rogamus ; 


Cede virgo Delia ! 
Ut nemus fit incruentum de ferinis ſtragibus ; 
Ipſa vellet ut venires, ſi deceret virginem. 
Jam tribus choros videres feriatos noctibus, 
Congreges enter catervas, ire per ſaltus tuos, 
Floreas inter coronas, myrteas enter caſas. 


Nee Ceres, nee Bacchus abſunt, nee poetarum Deus, 
Detinent et tota nox, eſt pervigil a cantibus. 


— 


Regnet 


( wp } 
V. 
The Goddeſs lends her aid, 


The bluſhing virgin ſends, 
To Delia, cruel maid, 
Who chaſtity defends. 


Oh! Goddeſs, whom the woods and groves, 
Fear for the harm, thou do'ſt their loves ; 
Oh! ſpare the ſtragglers of the wood, 
Nor tinge thy ſhafts with blood; 
And in our feſtival take ſhare, 
Could Delia decently be there. 
I ſee the chorus join, 
In harmony divine, 
Three nights diſplay, 
Their tuneful ſongs; 
Whilſt lambkins gay, 
Here ſporting play, 
The birds in throngs, 
On every tree and grove, 


In tuneful ſongs, 


Now warble out their love, 
O 3 Ceres 


Regnet in Sylvis Dione, tu recede Delia, 


Cras amet qui numquam amavit; Aar amavit 
cras amet : Ie 

Juſſit Hybleis tribunal ſtare diya floribus 

Præſes ipſa jura dicit ; adſederunt gratiæ; 

Hybla totos funde flores, quicquid annus ad tulit, 

Hybla florum rumpe veſtem, 1 Ennæ cam- 
pus eſt; 

Ruris hic erunt puellæ velpuellæ montium 

Quzque ſylvas, queque lucos, quzzque montes 
incolunt. x 


Juſſit et nudo puellas nit amort credere. 


Cras 
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Ceres affords her aid, the roſy God 
Diſdains not our devoirs. tk gracidus nod 
He folemnty approves—whilft miufie joins 
Its powers, and every joy refines” 110 
Loud eccho ſounding, rings thro? every grove, 
And the whole night is ſpent in ſongs of love. 
Delia, retire, in woods now Venus reigns, 

And mighty love holds every one in chains. 
Let him now love, who never lov'd before, 
And he who hath, let him again adore. 


VI. 


The goddeſs does command, 
Here her tribunal's fix'd, 

On Albion's happy land ; 
Adorn'd with flowers, mix'd 

By the lovely ſiſters three, 

With grateful taſte and ſymmetry ; 

The ſweets of Hybla hither bring, 
To decorate her aweful throne, 

Such on Enna's verdure ſpring, 
Worthy of her alone. 


Here 


Juſſit et nudo ppellas nil amori crederi, 
Cras amet qui nunquam amavit z qui que amavit 
cres amet; _ 1 


3180 
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Et recentibus vergentes ducat. Umbram floribus. 


Cras 


101 


Here ſhe preſides, the Graces here attend, 

Our j Joys they heighten, and our loves befriend 5 
Yet ſtill beware, nor truſt the boy, 

Tho? naked he'll your peace deſtroy. 


The ideot, who in reaſon's lore, 
Devoid of rule to lead him on, 
Feels the ſoft reſiſtleſs power, 
Of Venus and her ſon. 
Unknowing feels the genial heat, 
Cannot deſcribe the wond'rous blaze, 
Obedient does the impulſe greet, 
In raptures which amaze. 


VII. 


K 


Sol now obedient to her call, COME OTE ee 
His beams diſpenſes with ſuch art, 
To ſpringing flowers, yet ſoon they ſhall, 
"Require the aid which ſhades impart, 


188 


Cras erat, qui primus other, copulavit nuptias 
Ut ; pater Roris crearet vernis annum nubibus 
In finum maritus imber fluxit almæ conjugis, 
Ut fetus immixtus omnis aleret magno corpore. 
Ipſa venas atque mentem permeante ſpiritu 
Intus occultis gubernat procreatrix viribus: 


Per cælum, perque tetras, perque pentum ſubditum 
Pervium ſui tenorem feminali tramite 
Imbuit. 


Juſſit mundum nòſſe naſcendi vis. 


Cras amet, qui hun] amavit; quique amavit 
cras amet. 
Ipſa 


( 203 ) 
Now heaven diſtills in ſhow'rs, 
Now ſpring the fragrant flow'rs ; 

The vernal rain, 
Quickens each grain, 

And cloſe with earth combin'd, 
The vegetative powers find, 
Mix'd in the mighty maſs, ariſe, 
Nature ev'ry pow'r ſupplies. 


The goddeſs, tho? unſeen, extends, 
Her genial force thro' ev'ry part, 
By her pervading ſpirit ſends, 
| Freſh vigor to the heart. 
All nature hears her call ; the ſky, 
The earth, the ſea, obedient are, 
Impreſs'd with her fecundity, 
Each owns thy heav'nly care: 


The willing world obey'd, the mandate given, 
And man aroſe, at the command of Heav'n, 


The ſnarling critic, who ne'er knew, 


Th' influence of Cupid's pow'r, 


Will own himſelf thy captive now, 


Forget each leſſon ſour. 


z 


VIII. By 


( 204 } \ 


Ipſa Trojanus Nepores, in Latino tranſtulit; "=P 
Ipſa laurentem puellam, conjugem nato dedit: 
Moxque marto de ſacello, dat pudicam virginem, 
Romuleaſque, ipſa fecit, cum ſabinis nuptias; 


Unde rames, et quitites, proque prole poſterum, 
Romuli matrem crearet, et nepotem Cæſarem. 


Cras amet, qui nunquam amavit ; ; quique amavit 
cras amet. | F 
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VIII, 


By thee impell'd, the Saxon line, 
| When fierce Bellona ceas'd her rage, 
In peaceful arts began to ſhine, 
The glory of that age; 
From them deſcended Brunſwick's race, 
Britain to adorn and grace. 


By Norman pride diſgrac'd, 

Each Saxon was diſplac'd ; 

*Till Henry Beau Clerc did reſtore, 
The Saxon line again, 

Then Liberty began to ſoar, 
Then fix'd her glorious reign. 


Now let him love, who never lov'd before, 
And he who hath, let him again adore. 


Rura fæcundat voluptas, rura venerem ſentiunt; 
Ipſe amor, puer Dionæ rure natus dicitur. 
Hunc ager cum parturiret ipſa, ſuſcepit ſinu, 


Ipſa, florum delicatis educavit oſculis. 


Cras amet, qui nunquam amavit; quique amavit 
cras amet. 
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IX. 


The fields with pleaſure heated, own thy ſway, 
Inſpir'd with love moſt chearfully obey; 


In rural ſhades was Cupid born, 
There Venus him produc'd, 
Seemingly deſtitute, forlorn, 
To ſtraits adverſe reduc'd ; 


No adverſe ſtrait, 
Could him await ; 
The willing field, 
Did ſhelter yield 3 


In her fond boſom ſee the urchin grows, 
Regal'd with vi'lets and the fragrant roſe. 


To-morrow let him love, who ne'er before, 
Has own'd the force of Love's ſuperior pow'r; 
He who hath been ſubmiſſive to his reign, 
With pleaſure will renew his love again. 


X. Behold 


( 208 ) 


Ecce jam ſuper geneſtas, explicant tauri latus, 
Qui que Cœtus continetur conjugali fzdere. 
Subter umbras cum maritis, ecce balantum gregem; 
Et Canoras non tacere, Dione juſſit alites. 


Jam loquaces, ore rauco, ſtagna cygni perſtrepunt 
Ad ſonant Terei puellæ, ſubter umbram populi, 
Ut putes, motus amoris ore dici muſico, 

Et neges queri ſororem, de marito barbaro. 


Ille cantat nos tacemus : Quando venit ver meum ? 
Quando facit—muta Chelidon, ut tacere deſinam ? 


Perdidi 
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Behold the bull majeſtic ſtands, | 
And o'er the broom extends his ſides, | 
Secure of love, in genial bands, 
Of pleas'd, and pleaſing brides, 
| See in the ſhade, 


The bleating flock, 
And tuneful birds delight; 


In chearful notes, 
Love ſwells their throats, 
At the approach of night. 


By Love loquacious grown the ſwan begins, 
As ſtately gliding, as he hoarſely ſings. 


Sweet Philomel, in tuneful ſtrains, 
No more of Tereus complains ; 
Does, from the poplar tree, diſpenſe, 
Such notes, as raviſh ev'ry ſenſe 
Sweet ſounds, inſpir'd by love divine, 
Or iſſuing from the tuneful nine. 


Vol. III. P What 


( 2ro ) 


Perdidi muſam tacendo, nec me Phœbus reſpecit ! 
Sec Amyclas, cum tacerent, perdedit ſilentium. 


Cras amet, qui nunquam amavit; quique amavit 
cras amet. 
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What is't to me, that birds thus ſing, 
I neer expect returning ſpring; 

Silent I ſit, in grief deplore, 

Extatic raptures, now no more; 

My pow'rs are gone, the muſe is fled, 

And heavy dulneſs in their ſtead ; 


Amyclz thus, as ſtories own, 
By ſilence was, at laſt, undone. 


Now let him love, who never lov'd before, 
And he who hath, let him again adore. 


ee e 
0 n 5 32 l 


„ L ATI OH 


From the LATIN of 


PETRONIUS ARBITER, 


CALLED 


De Mutatione Reipublice Romane. 


By a FRIEN D. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tr E following Poem, the performance | 
of Petronius Arbiter, I thought worthy of 1 
a. tranſlation Palthough | inferior to Horace, „ e 
and and the poets o "of the >4 Auguſtan age, yet it Vic 
has merit, and ſeems to be among the laſt +1 
Morts of poetry, as the ſucceeding troubles 7 my 
under Galba, Otho, Vitellius, -until the 


eſtabliſhment of Veſpaſian, gave no leiſure 


to men of genius, and, indeed, had almoſt 
frightened away the Muſes: Tyrants ſeldom 


are encouragers of theſe arts, except for . 
puxpoſes of adulation, and then the pn fron Reg 


CES Fl 


0216) 


feels not the true fire, and his lines run ſer- 


vilely. Domitian's ſoul was in direct con- 
tradition to that harmony, which numbers 
inſpire, neither would it have been ſafe, to 
have praiſed any but the emperor, and even 
he might (from his own conſciouſneſs) have 
interpreted it, ſatire in diſguiſe, and cruelly 
have puniſhed the author. Nero, (in whoſe 
reign this Poem was publiſhed) was madly 
fond of poetic fame, and jealous of all who 
excelled—Lucan, it is thought, incurred 
his diſpleaſure for his Pharſalia 3 which 
Poem was deemed, by the judges of that 
time, more an hiſtorical narrative, and tho' 
it had merit, yet not being a ſubje of 
poetry, it was judged out of the method of 
a Poem—thus we ſee Petronius make Eu- 
molpus ſay, Non enim res geſtæ verſibus, 
comprehendendæ ſunt, quod longe melius 


# hiſtorici faciunt ; fed per ambages, deorum 


que 


1 


que miniſteria, et fabuloſum ſenten tiarum 
* tormentum præcipitandus eſt liber ſpiritus; 
« ut potius furentis animi. Vati cinatio ap-— 
* pareat, quam religioſæ orationis ſub teſ- 
* tibus fides,” 
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De Mutatione Romanæ Reipublicæ. 
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OBE. jam totum, Romanus victor habebat, 
Qua mare, qua terræ, qua ſidus currit utrumque, 
Nec ſatiatus erat; gravidis freta pulſa carinis 
Jam peragrabantur: Si quis ſinus abdetus ultra, 
Si qua foret tellus, quæ fulvum mitteret aurum, 
Hoſtis erat: Fatiſque in triſtra bella paratis 
Quzrebantur Opes. 


Non 
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OF THE 


ROMAN REPUBLIC. 


W rx Rome's: great empire, to the Eaſt, 
and Weſt, 

Where ſeas ſurround, or ſun or moon inveſt ; 

When ſuch its grandeur—to wiſh fomething more, 

Or diſtant foreign corners to explore, 

For merchandize, and gold, to vſe ſuch pains, 

And raiſe a foe, to aggrandiſe our gains, 


Was folly in extreme ! urg'd on by fate, 
Wealth caus'd the ruin of the Roman ſtate : 
'Wealth 
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Non vulgo nota placebant 
Gaudia: Non uſu plebeio trita voluptas. 


Aſſyria concham laudabat miles in unda, 
Quæ ſitus tellure nitor certaverat oſtro. 
Hinc Numidz cruſlas, illinc nova vellera ſeres, 


Atque arabum populus, ſua deſpoliaverat arva. 
Ecce aliæ clades, et læſæ vulnera pacis. 


Quæritur in ſilvis mauris fera; et ultimus ammon 
Afrorum excutitur. Ne deſit bellua dente. 


Ad mortes precioſa ſuas; 


Premet 
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Wealth thus diſſus'd, plebeians now we ſee, 
Immers'd in vicious prodigality ; 

Th uſual pleaſures give no more delight, 

E'en day ſeems irkſome to their weak'ned ſight; 
And could they find away to raiſe a race, 


They'd ſcorn the pleaſure of a chaſte embrace. 


See ſoldiers praiſing each luxurious diſh, 
And from the diſtance brought eſteems the fiſh ; 
Pines for the conch, by luxury miſled, | 
Where pearly whiteneſs, vies with bluſhing red. 
Moſaic cabinets, now charm the ſight, 

And ſilks and velvets, only, give delight. 

The Arab fierce, in wrath, the ſword now weilds, 
His liberty to ſave, deſtroys his fields ; 

Hence cauſe of new alarms a war ſucceeds, 
Whilſt here the guilty falls, the guiltleſs bleeds. 
Thus Rome ranſack*'d Numidia's waſtes to find, 
The ſhaggy tyrant of the brutal kind; 

The wide extent of Afric's waſtes explor'd, 

To want no toy, the elephants afford, 


The 
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Premit advena claſſes, 
Tigris, et aurata gradiens vectatur in aula, 
Ut bibat humanum, populo plaudente, cruorem. 


Heu pudet eflari, peritura que prodere fata 
Perſarum ritu male pubeſcentibus annis 

Subſi puere viros, exſectaque viſcera ferro, 

In venerem fregese; atque ut fuga mobilis ævi 
Circumſcripta mora properantes differat annos; 
Quzrit ſe natura nec invenit. 


Scorta placent, e corpore greſſus, 
Et laxi crines, et tot nova nomina veſtes, 
2 virum Aer 


Ecce Afris, nee 


Citrea menſa; greges ſervorum, * renidens 
Ponitur. | 


Ac maculis imicatur vilibus aurum 
Quæ turbant cenſum. 


Hoſtile 


( 22) 


The trunters anxious, with great danger gain, 
The tooth made precious by its owner ſlain. 

In golden cages the grim tyger ſtood, 

Ready to gorge himſelf, with human blood, 
Whilſt loud applauſes iſſued from the crowd. N 


The Muſe indignant bluſhes to narrate, 
The diſmal threat nings of impending fate; 
When men were made (for purpoſes moſt baſe) 
Eunuchs; and added. horror to diſgrace ; 
When ſuch lamenting, could no joy obtain, 
And nature ſearched for herſelf in vain ! 
Then all in feats of luſt, unknown before, 
Each man diſtinguiſh'd, by his painted whore; 
In ſteps affected move, nor ſeem'd to walk, 
Equally filly, in their dreſs, as-talk. : 
The women too diſplay d, in varying dress, 
Twas man they wanted, their chief happineſs. 
From Afric's foil, ſee citron roots diſplay'd,. 
Of ſuch materials were their tables made 
Such throngs of flaves, œconomy diſgrace, 
Known by their hard'ned impudence of face; 


The 
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. Hoſtile ac male mobile lignum, 
Turba n mero circumyenit; omniaque orbis 
Præmia correptis miles vagus * armis. 


a gula eſt; Siculo ſcarus eqitore merſus, 
Ad menſam vivus perducitur ; ; 


Inque lucrinis 
Eruta littoribus, vendunt conchylia cenas, 
Vt renovent per damna famem. Jam phaſidos unda, 
Orbata eſt avibus: Mutoque in littore tantum 
_ deſertis adſpirant frondibus aurz. 


— 


Nec minor in campo furor eſt, emptique Quirites 
Ad prædam, ftrepitumque lucri ſuffragia vertunt. 
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The ſnining purple was expos'd to view, 

And gold well imitated ſeem'd as true. 

In riot weary, and in wine immers'd, 

See round the humble hearth, the crowd diſpers'd; 
The roving ſoldier, now poſſeſs'd of arms, 

For plunder fills the world with ſtern alarms. 
Inventive gluttony, with pleaſure fraught, 
Views chars, from Sicily, to table brought, 
Yet is not pleas'd, unleſs the fiſh was known 
To've been alive, when it was brought to town. 
Zach diſtant lake, for ſhell-fiſh fam'd's explor'd, 
To pleaſe the palate, and adorn the board: 
Countries for birds moſt famous, now are ſeen, 
Quite deſtitute; the trees enliv*ning green 

No more is ſhaken by the feather'd race, 

But zephyrs ſolitary fill the ſpace. 


Now Fury, grievous, rages; now behold, 
Each Roman ſells himſelf for ſordid gold; 
The artful candidates, with bribes betray, 
All own the force of vile corruptions ſway ; 
The ſenators their dignity diſgrace, 

All ranks were venal, in, or out of place, 


Vol. III. Q Urg'd 
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Eft favor in pretio, Senibus quoque libera virtus 
' Exciderat, ſparſiſque opibus converſa poteſtas, 
Ipſa que Majeſtas, auro, corrupta jacebat. 


Pellitur a populo victus Cato: Triſtior ille eſt, 
Qui vicit, faſceſque pudet rapuiſſe Catoni. 
Namque hoc dedecus eſt populi, morumque ruina. 


Non homo pulſus erat, ſed in uno victa poteſtas 
Romanumque decus. Quare tam perdita Roma, 
Ipſa ſua merces erat, et ſine vindice præda. 


Præterea gemino, deprenſum gurgite prædam, 
Fænoris ingluvies, uſuſque exederat ris. 


Nulla eſt certa domus nullum ſine pignore corpus; 

Sed veluti tabes, tacitis concepta medullis 

Intra membra furens, hiris latrantibus errat. 
Arma 
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Urg'd by the bribe, eleftion's bought and ſold, 
And ſeniors truckle gain'd by pow'rful gold: 

The wealth thus ſcatter'd, catch'd the roving eye, 
And freedom's ſold, for hated ſlavery; 

E'en Roman majeſty, tis ſtrange to tell, 

Before all pow'rful gold, a victim fell, 

Tas then, O, dire diſgrace to truth and worth, 
When virtue calPd the ſtrenuous Cato forth, 


The wretched people, to all goodneſs loſt, 
Oppos d ſuch virtue, his election croſt ; 


He who ſucceeded was aſham'd to ſee, 

Cato repuls'd, and mourn'd for liberty : 

He was not overcome, *twas ſov'reign ſway, 
That conquer'd on that memorable day. 
Rome to corruption juſtly was the prize, 
And unrevenged, ſtill in fetters, lies. 
Exceſſive uſury, and pledges baſe, 

Diſtain'd their annals, and the times diſgrace, 
No man's eſtate was ſafe ; the intereſt grew, 
And property, and freedom overthrew. 


Contagion thus, tho? ſlowly, by degrees, 
Does nature's laſt receſſes, ſtrongly ſeize, 


Q 2 
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Arma placent miſtris, detrita commoda luxu 
Vulnertbus reparantur. 


Inops audacia tuta eſt. 
Hoc merſam czno Romam, ſomnoque jacentem, 
Quz poterant artes, ſana ratione, movere, 
Ni furor, et bellum, ferroque excita libido ? 
Tres tulerat fortuna duces, quos obruit omnis, 
Armorum, ſtrue diverſa, feryalis enyo. 
Craſſum Parthus habet; lybico jacit æquore magnus; 
Julius ingratam perfudit ſanguine Romam. 
Et quaſi non poſſet tot tellus ferre ſepulchra, 
Diviſit cineres. 


— 


Hos gloria reddit honores. 
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The wand'ring miſchief, every pow'r diſplays, 
With fury rages many various ways. 

The wretched fpendthrift trembling at his fate, 
In war expects to mend his ſhatter'd ſtate ; 
Whilſt poverty ſecure, here boldly ſtands, 

Nor dreads the outrages of armed bands. 

No force of reaſon could inftru& thee, Rome, 
Or mitigate the rigor of thy doom: 

A city ſo immers'd could only feel, 


The fad inſtruction of invading ſteel, 
Three famous generals, theſe times record, 


Craſſus and Pompey, with the world's great | Jord; 
The firſt in Parthia fell; the next ſurvivd 

Not long, on Lybia's ſands ignobly died : 

The laſt, tho* born the empire to ſuſtain, 

In Rome, ungrateful, was untimely ſlain : 


One world too little was for each; their graves, 
Are ſeparated by the briny waves; 

Their tame, immortal grown, majeſtic treads, 
And blazong honour on their awful heads. 


Q 3 Between 
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Eft locus exciſo penitus demerſus hiatd, 
Parthenopen inter, magnique Dicarchidos arva, 
Cocytus per fuſus aqua, 


Nam ſpiritus extra, 
Qui furit effuſus funeſto ſpargitur æſtu. 


Non hæc Autumno tellus viret, aut alit herbas 
Ceſpiti lætus ager: Non verno perſonat cantu, 
Mollia diſcordi ſtrepitu virgulta loquuntur, 
Sed chaos, et nigro ſquallentia pumice ſaxo, 


Gaudent ferali circumtumulata cupreſſd. 


Has inter ſe des, Ditis pater extulit ora, 


Buſtorum flammis, et cana ſparſa favilla, 


Ac tali volucrem fortunam, voce, laceſſit, 


Rerum 
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Between Parthenope's aſpiring towers, 
And great Dicarchus' fields, and ſhady bowers, 
A lake there is, form'd by convulſive ſhakes, 
When earth ſeems loos'ned and each mountain quakes 
Its waters deadly, noiſome to the ſmell, 
And ſeems the genuine flood of gloomy hell ; 
The fuming exhalation haſtens fate, 
Each bird, with care, avoids the raging heat: 
Here is not known, in Autumn, pleaſing green, 
Nor in the fields is herb, or foliage ſeen; 
No ſongs in Spring delight, harſh diſcord reigns, 
And deſolation holds the fields in chains; 
Confuſion wild, with ſtones ſurrounding view, 
With ſmoke disfigur'd,, ſhaded by the Yew. 


Here Hell's tremendous king, firſt rais'd his head, 
Adorn'd with funeral flames, with aſhes ſpread 
In accents deep and hoarſe, ſwift fortune hails; | 
O thou ! who over gods and men prevails ; 

Who's ſtill diſpleas'd, ſecurity ſhould find, 
Aught ſafe; whoſe gifts diſtinguiſh thee, the blind, 


Q 4 For 


1 ) - 


Rerum humanarum, divinarumque poteſtas 
Quæ nova ſemper amas, et mox poſſeſſa relinquis; 
Ec quid Romano ſentis te pondere victam? 


Nec poſſe ulterius, perituram extollere molem ? 
Ipſa ſuas viris odit Romana juventus, 
Et quas ſtruxit opes, male ſuſtinet. 


Foe Aſpice late, 
Luxuriam ſpoliorum, et cenſum indamnum furentem 
E cant auro, ſedeſque ad ſidera mittunt. 


Expellantur aquæ ſaxis; mare naſcitur arvis : 
Et permutatà rerum ftatione rebellant. 

En etiam mea regna petunt; per foſſa dehiſcit, 
Molibus inſanis tellus jam montibus hauſtis 
Antra gemunt: et dum varios lap's invenit uſus, 
Inferni manes, cælum ſperare jubentur. 


Quare 
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For ſomething new ſtill panting, which obtain'd, 
Is, for uncertain hope, as quick diſdain'd : 
Do'ſt thou not feel thyſelf quite overcome, 

By Rome's dead weight? Can aught retard her doom 
And wilt not thou take pleaſure to deſtroy, 
Theſe towers, thy former bounty, and their joy ? 
Her youth abandon'd, ſcorn or worth, or truth, 
And her old men are wicked, as her youth; 
Theempire, which thou aideſt to obtain, 

Such wicked folly, can no more ſuſtain, 

See ev'ry one by luxury's miſled, 

Each lofty butlding elevates its head, 

To Heaven aſpires, with gold adorn'd, we fee 
The folly, in the prodigality. 

Stupendous moles appear, the waters yield, 
Seas are inducted to the diſtant field; 

In changing nature thus, her ſons rebel, 
Invaſion's threatned on my realms of hell ; 

As earth's deep entrails are, by folly bor'd, 
Exhauſted mountains, groaning are explor'd, 
Thus by inventions quick enliv'ning ray, 

The ſhades infernal ſee the flaſh of day. 


Do 
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Quare age, fors, muta pacatum in prælia vultum 
Romanoſque cie; ac noſtris da funera regnis, 


Jam pridem perfundimus ora cruore, 
Nec mea Tyſiphone ſitientes perluit artus, 
Exquo ſullanus bibat enſis. 


Et horrida tellus, 
. nutritas 1 


Hæc ubi dicta dedit, dextræ conjungere dextram, 
Conatus, rupto tellurem ſolvit hiatũ. 


Jam fortuna, levi diffudit pectore voces: 

O Genitor, cui cocyti penetralia parent, 

Si modo, vera mihi fas eſt impune profari, 

Vota tibi cedent; Nec mihi minor ira rebellat, 
Pectore in hoc, levior que exurit flamma medullis. 
Omnia quæ tribui Romanis arcibus Odi; 
Muneribus que meis Iraſcor: Deſtruet iſtas, 

Idem qui poſuit moles Deus. 


Et 
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Do thou, my dear, my much lov'd chance preſide, 
In wild confuſion ev'ry action guide, 

Change peace.to war, each Roman mind diſpoſe, 
To think his friends his moſt ineetrate foes; 
Encourage them to war, and feaſt my reign, 
Wich num'rous funerals of the wretched llain; 

Fell Tyſiphone weeps my ſilent reign, 

And longs for bloodſhed, but ſhe longs in vain; 
Happy the times, ſhe cries, when verdant fields, 
Were ſtrew'd with carcaſes, with ſwords and ſhields; 
When Sylla's proweſs, liberty withſtood, 

Each field was fruitful made, by Roman blood. 
Thus having ſpoke they hand in hand aſcend, 

And earth's ſoft ſurface in a chaſm rend. 

The goddeſs ſtrait reply'd; Parent of Hell, 

If I the truth, unpuniſh'd, may foretel, 

Thy wiſhes granted are; the ardent fire 

Which thee inflames, my boſom does inſpire 

My gifts I will reclaim, I'll urge her fate, 

And as before I lov'd, ſo now I hate; 

My bounties me diſpleaſe : Be this thy joy, 

The power that rais'd them, can with eaſe deſtroy. 
Pleas'd, 
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* Et mihi cordi 

Quippe eremare viros, et ſanguine pas cere luxum. 
Cerno equidem gemina jam ſtratos morte Phillipos 
Theſſaliæ que Rogos, et funera gentis Iberæ, 

Et Lybiæ Cerno, et tua nile gementia cloſtra. 
Jam fragor armorum, trepidantes perſonat aures, 
Actiacoſque Sinus, et Apollinis arma timentes. 


Pande age terrarum, ſitientia regna tuarum, 

Et animas arceſſe novas. Vix navita porthmeus, 
Suffici et ſimulacra virùm traducere cumba, 
Claſſe opus eſt; tu que ingenti ſatiare ruina, 
Pallida Tyſiphone, conciſaque vulnera mande, 
Ad Stygios manes, laceratus ducitur orbis. 


Vix dum fint erat, quum fulgere rupta coruſco 
Intremuit nubes, eliſoſque abſcidit ignes, 


Subſidet 
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Pleas'd, I foreſee the funeral piles increaſt, 

And Diſcord growling o'er the bloody feaſt; 

I fee the laſt free Romars fall, they're ſlain, 

And add new honours to Philippi's plain ; 
Theſſalia's fields, their funerals grac'd; ſee Spain 
In grief, lamenting, for her heroes ſlain ; 

The general mourning Egypt feels; I ſee 

The queen lamenting god-like Antony; 

I hear the craſh of arms, the mighty ſound, 
Fills Actium's bay—he comes with glory crown'd. 
Do thou, O Sire! deſcend, Mægara charm, 
With the deſtruction of Bellona's arm, 

Collect thoſe added, to the ſhades below; 

Let pining, direful Tyſiphone know, 

The world is up in arms, and ruin's ſpread, 
Nations are numb'red with the filent dead: 

Let Charon, too, the preſent joy partake; 

One boat will not ſuffice; the Stygean lake, 

Will now a fleet require : The world's no more, 
The ghoſts are thronging to the Stygean ſhore. 
Scarce had ſhe ſpoke, when from the opening ſkies, 
Deep thunder roll'd, the lightning ſwiftly flies ; 


Down 
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Subſidet pater umbrarum, gremio que reducto 
Telluris, pavitans fraternos palluit ictus. 


Continuo clades hominum, ventura que damna, 
Auſpiciis patuere Deum, namque ore cruento, 
Deformeis Titan, vultus caligine texit. 

+ Civiles acies jam tum ſpirare putares; 

Parte alia plenos extinxit Cynthia vultus, 

Et lucem ſceleri ſubduxit ; 


Rupta tonabant, 
Verticibus lapſis mont is jugaz; 
Nec vaga paſſim 
Flumina, per notas, ibant orientia ripas. 
Armorum ſtrepitu cælum furit, et tuba martem, 
Sideribus treme faQa ciet : - 


Etna voratur 
Ignibus inſolitis, et in æthera fulmina mittit. 
Ecce inter tumlos, atque oſſa carentia buſlis 


Umbrarum facies, diro ſtridore, minetur. 
Fax 


CW] 


Down ſunk the gloomy god, and trembling fled, 
Impreſs'd with rev'rence, hid his griſly head. 
Forthwith in omens dire, the gods declare, 
Rome's future ills, and fierce deſtructive war; 
The ſun unuſual ſeem'd, in blood as ſtain'd, 

And gloomy darkneſs on his face remain'd ; 

Then civil feuds ſeem'd as contagion ſent, 

And men inſpir'd them from the element. 

The moon eclipsꝰd and ſick*ning, loſt her light, 
And cover'd michief, in the ſhades of night; 
The mountain's lofty ſummit falls, the ſound 
Dreadfully horrid, fills the vales around; 

The gentle ſtreams, now urg'd by fate, ariſe, 
Their former banks, and boundaries deſpiſe ; 
Heaven hears the craſh of arms, the trumpet's note 
Proclaims war's terrors, to the ſtars remote; 
Etna's ſeen raging, with uncommon flames, 

The diſmal threat'nings of the gods proclaims; 
Hark how the thunder rolls, her ſmokes aſpire, 
See downward falls the flowing liquid fire. 

Graves yawn, the tombs ſend forth each pallid ſhade, 
To terrify man's mind, and peace invade ; 


The 
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Fax ſtellis comitata novis incendia ducit; 
Sanguineoque 7ecens deſcendit Jupiter imbre. 
Hæc oſtenta ſolvit Deus. 


| | Exſuit omnes 
Quippe moras Cæ ſar; vindictæ que actus amore, 
Gallica projecit, civilia ſuſtulit arma. 


Alpibus icriis, ubi graio nomine vulſæ, 
Eſcendant rupes, nec fe patiuntur adiri. 


Eſt locus herculeis aris ſacer, hunc nive durà, 
Claudit hyems, canoque ad ſidera vertice tollit, 


cælum illine cecidiſſe putes. 


Non ſolis adulti, 
Manſueſcit radiis, non verni temporis aura; 
Sed glacie concreta rigens, hyemis que pruinis. 
Totum ferre poteſt, humeris minitantibus orbem. 
Hæc 
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The torch to Rome directed now ſucceeds 

And fate aſſiſtant does conceal ſuch deeds ; 

The gods thoſe warnings, clearly, did explain, 
And blood diſtil on earth inſtead of rain, 
Cæſar brook'd no delays; revenge inſpires 

His breaſt, and every paſſion fires 

Gaul was no more ſeen trembling with alarms, 
Rome dreads the proweſs of great Cæſar's arms. 


On Alps high craggy rocks, well known to fame, 
And now diſtinguiſh'd by a Grecian name; 

Theſe rocks aſpiring riſe, to Heaven aſcend, 

All nearer acceſs, to their tops defend; 

One part, to great Alcides ſacred bears 

The name of Altar, and in winter rears, 

His ſnowy head; aſpiring to the clouds, 

A cloud deſcending, oft, the mountain ſhrouds. 
Sols heat is here unfelt, no gentle breeze; 

Here ſnow concreted is, here rivers freeze; 

The mighty baſe ſufficiently declares, 

Its wond'rovs ſtrength not earth's compreſſion 
Vol, III. R Here 
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Hæc ubi calcavit Czſar j juga, militi læto, 
Optavit que locum, ſummo de vertice montls, 
Helperiz que campos late perſpexit. Et ambas, 


Intentans cum voce manus ad ſidera, dixit : 


Jupiter omnipotens ! et tu Saturnia tellus ! 


Armis læta meis, lim gue onerata triurgphis, 
Teſtor ad has acies, inyitum arceſſere martem 
Invitas we ferre manus, ſed vulgere cogor; 


Pulſus ab urbe mea dum Rhenum ſanguine tinguo, 


Dum Gallos i iterum capitolia noſtra petentes, 
Alpibus excludo; ; vincendo, certior exſul. 


Sanguine Germano, ſexaginta que triumphis, 


Eſſe nocens cæpi ; quamquam quos gloria territ 
Aur qui ſunt, qui bella volunt ; mercedibus emptz 
Ac 
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Here Cæſar came; the ranks exulting ſee, 

The fruitful vallies of proud Italy; 

Julius his ſtation choſe; and far and near, 
Heſperia's plains he view'd, and view'd in fear, 
His hands extending to the Heavens, ſaid, 
Almighty Jove! with whom all thoughts are weigh'd; 
And thou my country witneſs ! I'm compell'd, 


By baſe ingratitude to take the field; 
Unwilling I aſſume theſe hoſtile arms, 
I dread the danger of ſuch fierce alartns 
Thou, whom my arms have oft rejoic'd, attend, 
Hear my complainings, thou my cauſe befriend ! 
Forc'd, by the many injuries receiv'd, 
To vindicate my wrongs my heart is griev'd; 
Drove from the city, in diſgrace, tho blood 
Of foes, by me had ting'd the Rheniſh flood; 
When Gallic fury was by me reſtrain'd, 
And Alps extenſive bounds by arms regain'd, 
Valour avails not, even thus diſplay'd, 
By conqueſt ' I'm a ſurer exile made 
From ſixty vict'ries gain'd from German blood, 
Obnoxious I became. Has glory mov'd 
R 2 Thoſe 
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Ac viles operz; quorum, eſt mea Roma noverca. 
Ut reor, haud impune ; nec hanc, fine vindice, 
dextram DATE.” 
Vinciet ignavus. 
Victores ite ferentes, 

Ite mi comites et cauſſam dicite ferro. 

Namque omnes unum crimen vocat; omnibus una 
Impendet clades, 


Reddenda eſt vobis gratia, 
Non ſolus vici; quare qui pena tropæis 
Imminet, et ſordes meruit victoria noſtra, 
Judice fortuna, cadat alea; ſumite bellum, 
Et tentate manus. 


Certe mea cauſſa per acta eſt, 
Inter tot fortes armatus, neſcio vinci. 
Heæc ubi perſonuit, de cælo Delphicus ales, 
Omnia læta dedit, pepulit que meatibus auras; 
Nec non horrendi nemoris de parte ſiniſtra, 
Inſolitæ voces flamma ſonuere ſequenti ; 
Ipſe nitor phæbi, vulgato lætior orbe, 


Crevit, et aurato præcinxit fulgure vultũùs. 
Fortios 
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Thoſe, who this war excite? They're wretches baſe 
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Venal, diſgraceful to the Roman race; 

Rome ſuch diſowns; ſhall men like theſe ſuppoſe 
Themſelves as worthy, to become my foes. 

My valiant friends let's march, nor time afford, 
Well plead as ſoldiers, with a ſharpned ſword 
One crime involves the whole, an equal fate, 
Shall general and ſoldier both await ; 

My thanks receive, to you I frankly own, 
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My glory's owing to your deeds alone. 
Wherefore, my friends, ſince valour's thus repay'd, 
And glory's darkned by pale envy's ſhade; 
Let chance the lot decide; the die is thrown, 
Let's war proclaim, and ev'ry fear diſown. 

Aſſay your arms; my cauſe ſecure J ſee, 

Thus ſuccour'd, who can doubt of victory. 
Thus having ſpoke, the mighty bird of Jove, 
Swiftly deſcended; iſſuing from the grove, 
Sounds quite uncommon, to the lefr, were heard, 
The duſky wood, from flaſhes, bright appear'd; 
The ſun aſſum'd new brightneſs, and with grace, 
Beam'd round his glories, on each ſoldier's face. 
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Fgrtior omnibus moyit mavortia ſigna 

Cæſar; et inſolitos greſſus prior occupat auſu, 
Prima quidem glacies, et cana juncta pruina, 
Non pugnavit humus, mitique horrore quieſcit. 


. Sed poſtquam turmæ nimbos fregere ligatos, | 


Et pavidus quadrupes, undarum vincula rupit, 

Incaluere nives, mox-flumina montibus altis, 

Undabant modo nata, fed hæc quoque juſta putares, 

Vinctaque mox ſtabant, fluctus ſtupuere priuna, 

Expaullo ante luer. zam concidenda Iacehat. 

Tum vero malchda prius yeltigia Nie 

Decepit pedes, paſſim turmæ virique,, . 

Arma que congeſta ſtrue, deplorata jacebant, 

Ecce etiam rigido concuſſa flumine nubes,, 

Exonerabantur, nec rupto turbine venti 

Deerant, aut tumida confractum grandine celum, 

Ipſæ jam nubes rupiæ, ſuper arma cadebant, 

Et concreta gelu ponti, velut unda ruehat. 

Victa erat ingenti tellus nive, victaque cæli, 

Sidera vicla ſuis hærentia flumina ripis; 

Non dum Cæſar erat. Sed magnam nixusin haſtam. 
Horrida 
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From omens ſo propitious, bolder grown, 

Cæſar, the firſt in danger, and alone, 

Attempts the dangerous way, in ice combin'd, 

The hoary froſt each ſhrub, or root confin'd; 

Earth ſeem'd ſubmiſſive, thus obedient lay, 

And bore in quiet Winter's horrid ſway ; 

But when the troops, compell'd with thirſt extreme, 

And horſes fearful, ſought the fluent ſtream, 

When melting ſnows, by thaws, inceſſant _ 

And new form'd rivers in à torrent move, | 

From the ſteep mountain, every ſource tliey c dra. Cl 

And ſeem obedient-to' nature's law. 

Tho',thus ; yet ſudden froſt each ſtream confines,” 

And ſnow juſt melting in its powers combines; 

The ſlippery road, deceives the wary feet, 1 

And horſe and man the ſame deception meet ſ 

With ſcatter'd arms the ruin is complete. 

The flowing rivers frozen, clouds appear, 

Drove by the furious North, in ſwift career; 

With hail ſurcharg'd the Heavens loaded ſeem, 
The burſting clouds diſcharge the furious ſtream, 


In 
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Horrida ſecuris frangebat greſſibus arva; 


Qualis Caucaſea decurrens arduus arce, 
W 
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Aut torvo Juppiter ore, 
Quum ſe verticibus, magni demiſit olympi, 
Et periturorum disjecit tela gigantum. 
Dum Cæſar tumidas, iratus deprivet arces, 
Fama volat, ſummique petat juga celſa palati, 
Atque hæc, Romano attonito, fert omnia ſigna. 
Jam claſſes fluitare mare, totas que per alpes, 
Fervere Germano per fuſas ſanguine turmas. 


— 


Arma, cruor, cædes, incendia, tota que bella, 
Ante oculos volitant. 
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In ſheets, like waves, falls the concreted hail, 

And batters fiercely on each coat of mail. 

Earth/covered thus—the ſnow to Heav'n aſpires, 

The ſtream once flowing now no more retires ; 

All nature ſeem'd o ercome: yet Cæſar here, 

Diſdain'd theſe terrors; leaning on his ſpearr, 

His ſteps in ſafety guided, and beheld, 

The horrid precipice, and threat'ning field. 

No taſk ſo hard, the great Alcides knew, 

When he from craggy Caucaſus withdrew. 

So when from bright Olympus' lofty ſpace, 

Jove darts his thunder on the Titan race, 

In lines quite indirect the lightning flies; 

So Czſar moy'd. Fame ſwift with pleaſure hies, 

On mount Palatium rais'd her prating head, 

And with theſe wonders fills all Rome with dread. 

Now Romans ſee, or think they ſee, the main, h 

With ſhips oferſpread; the fields beſtrew'd with Main; 

The army glutted is, with German g_ 

And tond of change; from Rome demanding more. 

Arms, bloodſhed, conflagrations ſtrait appear, 
And war's dread followers fill each mind with fear; 

| Each 
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Arge pulſatstumlilty? © 
P ae Pyr dubia, ſcinduntur tefrita-caufftes 5 | 


Huic fuga per terras, illi magis undajprobatut ; | 
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Hos inter motus populus miſerabile viſu EY 
Que mens ata juber, deſerta dicitur urbe; 9 
Gaudet Romæ fuga, debellatique Quirites, 
Rumoris ſonitu, mærentia tecta relinquunt. -; ls . 
Ille, manu trepida, natos tenet; ille penates, 
Occultat gremio, deploratum que relinquit. 
Limen, et abſentem, votis inter fecit hoſtem. 


Sunt 


( 23t ) 


Each mind aftcted: rent with anxious pain, 
Seeks refuge from his fears, but ſeeks in vain; 
One rakes his flight by land; the ſwelling ſurge 
Another more detights; Their fears till urge 
Their flight; in parent Rome, no ſafety's found, 
The faithleſs ſea's prefer'd to Roman ground: 
Some try the force of arms, puſh'd on by fate, 
Nor ſee their error, *till they ſee too late, 
The mighty terror ; multiplied appears 
Their flight” 8 porportion'd to encreaſing fears. 
The people ſwiftly fly, thus ſtruck with dread, 
And Rome deſerted, droops her awful head; 
Difgraceful flight pleav'd Rome, _from rumour's 
ſound, wh | 
Was victory, and roofs deleted, found. 
The tender parent view, his infants leads, 
Abſorb in grief, ſe forrowingonhe dend 
One hides what's precious in his brraſt, and 
EVE... | 
With eyes reverted, the lov*d Aa 
To the infernal gods devotes the foe, 


Abſent, or laughing at the wretches woe; 


. Whilſt 


(252) 


Sunt qui conjugibus, mærentia pectora cingunt 
Grandævoſque patres - Oneriſque ignara juventus, 
Id, Pro quo mstuit, tantum trahit: Omnia ſecum 
Hic vehit ORE, e in prælia ducit. 


1 


* 
? « 

9 

” * 


Ac velut ex alto, « quum magnus 1 inhorruit oor, | 
Et pulſas evertit aquas, non arma 'miniſtris, ,, | 
Non regimen prodeſt : Ligat alter pondere pinus, 
Alter tuta ſinu tranquillaque litora quærit, 

Hic dat vela fugæ, fortunæ que omnia credit. 


2 
1 - 


4 We ers . i © * GA 
Quid tam parva queror? gemino cum conſule 


magnus, 
Ille tremor ponti, ſævi quoque terror Hydaſpis, 
Et piratarum ſcopulus. g 


Modo 


| ( 253.) 


Whilſt others claſp their wives within their arms, 
Or grandſires trembling at ſuch fierce alarms ; 
The youth, with neither burden'd next appears, 
And only ſaves what moſt excites his fears; 
Another into war, his jewels takes, 

Becomes the victim which his folly makes, 

The ſpoils thus precious ſtrike th' hoſtile eye, 
And dangers threat'ning only multiply. 

Thus in a mighty tempeſt, when each wave, 
Deſtructive threatens an untimely grave, 

When ſkill, when ſtrength, when pow'rs, cannot ayail» 
And ſhips are driven without maſt or fail 

Some drop the anchor, ſafety hope to find, 
Whilſt others, feartul, ſcud before the wind, 
Leave all to chance; whilſt others ſafe embay'd, 
Survey deaths terrors every where diſplay'd; 

Yet what are theſe ? ſhould ſuch excite our grief ? 


See Pompey flies ! that once renowned chief ; 
T hat terror of the deep has meanly fled, 


And Cæſar governs in the conſuls ſtead 
How fallen off, ſince ſwift Hydaſpes' flood, 
Amaz'd, beheld its waters ting'd with blood; 


When 


\( *254 )) 


| Modo quem ter ovantem, 
Juppiter horru erat; Quem fracto in gurgiti pontus, 
Et veneratus erat ſubmiſſa Boſphorus unda. 


Proh pudor ! imperii deſerto nomine fugit, 
Ut fortuna levis, magni quoque terga videret. 


Ergo tanta lues divùm, quoque numine vidit 
Conſenſitque fugæ cæli timor. Ecce per orbem 


Mitis turba Deum, terras exoſa furentes, 
Deſerit; atque hominum damnatum avertitur agmen. 


Pax prima, ante alias, nivios pulſata lacertos, 
Abſcondit galea victum caput; atque relifto 


Orbe, fugax, ditis petit implacable regnum, 
Huic comes it, ſummiſſa fides. 


Et 


6256) 


When, as a god, he laws imperial gave, 

And rode triumphant on the briny wave, 

Each pirate hid his head, or left the ſea, 

Aw'd by his pow'r fopreme in victory. 

When trumpets ſounding did to Heaven aſcend, 
And ſhouting ſoldiers did the æther rend; 
Crown'd thus by fame, hen Boſphorus ſurvey d, 
Thy fleet, the ſhores ſubmiſſively abey'd; 


Oh! ſhame to former worth; the hero flies, 
And rule imperial quite deſerted lies. 


Then fickle forune firſt, delighted, view'd, 
The hero's back, and pleas'd his fall purſu'd. 
In ſuch confuſion, Heaven and earth combin'd, 
And fear, and flight, - unuſual terror Join'd , 
The milder powers fled, oppteſs'd with cares, 
Themſelves conceal'd from fierce deteſted wars; 
When hoſtile fronts preſented firſt to view, 
Wich horror ſeiz'd, the friendly gods withdrew : 
Firſt gentle peace, lamenting, wrings her hands, 
In plaintive, mournful ſilence, ſorrowing ſtands, 
On earth deſtroy d, conceal'd in arms diſguiſe, 
To Pluto's regions, thus affrighted flies; 


Fidelity 


OS Nene 


( #66 ) 


Et crine e fol” 
J uſtiria, ac merens lacera concordia Palla. 


Ut contra fella my "0 rupta dehiſcit, 
Emergit late ditis chorus, horrida Erynnis, 

Et Bellona minax, facibuſque armata Mægara; 
Lætumque inſidique, et lurida mortis imago. 


Quas inter furor abruptis, ecu liber, habenis, 
Sanguineum lata tollit caput, oraque mille, 
Vulneribus contoffa cruenta caſſide velat. 


Hzret detritus lava mavortius umbo, 
Innumerabilibus telis gravis: atque flagranti 
Stipite, dextra minax, terris incendia portat. 


Sentit terra Deos; mutata que ſidera pondus, 
Quæſivere ſuum; namque omnis regia c#li | 
In partes diductas ruit primumque Dione 
Cæſaris acta ſua ducit: : 


Pallas, 


( 257 ) 
Fidelity obedient to her call, 
With juſtice weeping, for the hero's fall, 
Her hair diſhevell'd ; concord weeping ſpy, 
Her robe disfigured by war's cruelty ; 


Theſe three her ſteps attend, From ſhades of 
Hell, 


The furies upwards rife ; Erynnis fell, 

Wich Geroe Bellona, threat ning wields her arms, 
Mzgaca's'terches ithreaten future harms ; 

Death joyful follows, with inſidious grin, 
Dreadfully pallid, ſeems to enjoy the din: 

Fury releas'd from chains, not captive led, 
Rear'd up his bloody, unrelenting head; 

H:s eyes, revengeful, rolls, and clad in ſteel, 
Conceals thoſe features which no pity feel. 

The martial dreadful ſhield, more heavy made 
By darts unfix*d in terror is ſurvey d; 

From Mars“ threatning arm were terrors hurl'd, 
And conflagrations filld the fright'ned world; 
Earth felt the — pow'rs, and Heaven ap- 
. , peaar'd 

Divided; each for his favourite fear'd ; 


Val. III. | S Dione 


( 238 ) 


Comes additur illi 
Pallas, et ingentem quatiens mavortius haſtam, 
Magna que cum phæbo ſoror, et cyllenia proles 
e ac totis amin W aftis. 


C 


Intremuere tubæ, ac ſciſſo Diſcordia crine, 
Extulit ad ſuperos ſtygium caput; hujus in ore 

Concretus ſanguis, contuſa que lumina flebant ; 

TU ærati ſcabra „ We ms, 


Tabo lingua fluens, obſeſũis draconibus ora, 


Sanguineam tremula quaticbat lampade dextra, 
Hæc ut cocyti tenebras, et tartara liquit. 


Alta 


(259) 


Dione Venus call'd, her ſon regards, 

Each act directs and Cæſar's fame rewards ; 

Minerva her attends, fee Mars appears, 

Bearing his burniſh'd ſhield and threat'ning 
- ſpears; 

Apollo lends his aid, his ſiſter's grace 

Tyrinthius, and the Cyllenean race, | 

All join to crown his hopes. The trumpet's note, 

Shakes Heaven and Earth, and Hell's receſs re- 
mote : 

Fell Diſcord heard it, ſtrait to Earth ſhe hies, 

In terror, views the ſplendor of the ſkies; 

Short cut her hair, her mouth was fill'd with gore, 

Her eyes contus'd with grume were running o'er, 

Her mouth diſplay'd, moſt horrid to the view, 

Teeth dreadful, cover'd with a greeniſh hue, 

Her tongue diſtilling plagues, with ſnakes around 

Her lips, in every word is poiſon found 

Then twiſting round her crooked form, they ſhow, 

Her ſquallid garments ſuited to the woe; 

In her right hand a flaming torch ſhe bore, ; 

And bloody haſt*ned from the Stygian ſhore. 

N 8 2 To 


( 260 ) 


Alta petit gradiens juga nobilis Apennini, 
Unde omnes terras, et omnia littora poffet 
Adſpicere, ac toto fluitantes orbe catervos: 
Atque has erumpit, furi bundæ pectore voces: 
Sumite nunc gentes accenſis mentibus arma 
Sumite, et in medias immittite lampada urbes, 
Vincetur qui cum que latet: Non fæmina ceſſet, 
Non puer, non ævo jam deſolata ſenectus. 


Ipſa tremit tellus, lacerata que tecta rebeHant, 
Tu legem marcelle tene; tu concute plebem 
Curio; tu fortem ne ſupprime Lentule martem. 


Quid parro tu Dive, tuis cunctaris in armix. 


Non frangis portas ? non muris oppida ſolvis | 


Theſauroſque 


( 261 ) 


To Alps high tops ſhe ſpeeds, there eager ſpi. , 
The ſea's expanſe, and Earth's extremities ; 
Views and reviews the crowds; in ſpite expreſt, 
This ſummons dreadful from her furious breaſt: 


Wirk minds inflath'd; O nations fly to artis, 
« Each heart be fill'd with dread; let war's alarms, 
* Now uncontrouled reign ; let flames ariſe, 
« And cities ſmoaking now regale my eyes; 
Let ſwift deſtruction ſeize on all; let fear, 
« Each mind affect, nor man, nor woman ſpare; 
Let infancy nor age, exception draw, 
But ſcatter ruin as a gen'ral law; 
What tho' Earth trembles, and diſputes ariſe, 
Thou my Marcellus ſhalt the ſtorm deſpiſe ; 
« Tho? Curio's fate the people may affright, 
Thou, Lentulus, in war ſhalt ſtill delight; 
Thou, great, imperial Cæſar, ſhalt by arms, 
« O'ercome reſiſtance, and quell war's alarms, 
I ſee the broken doors; the walls now fall, 
The tteafures'come obedient to thy call; 


8 3 « The 


( abs '} 


Theſauroſque rapis? Neſcis tu, magne tueri 
Romanas arces? 


_ Epidaurii menia quære, 
Theſſalicoſque ſinus, humano ſan guine tingue. 


Factum eſt in terris quicquid Diſcordia juffit. 


( 263 ) 


The Roman ſtate, which Pompey could not 
guard, 

«* Becomes the conqueror's prize, and ſure reward; 

« Behold the mighty fly! Theſſalia's plains, 

Are dy'd in Roman blood—inglorious ſtains !” 

Thus ſpake the fiend, the world her mandates hears, 

And earth is filld with terrors, wars and fears, 


i! 


1 
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ADPVERTISEME NT. 


Tur following ode is given by the critics 
to no leſs a min tham tb the celebrated 
Marcus Tullius Cicero, ; who, though not 
much extolled for his poetry, yet his many 
excellences in life as ſtateſman, orator, law- 
yer, and magiſtrate, together with his many 
almoſt divine publications, will be ſome e 
cuſe for tranſlating a fragment of ſuch a 
venerable perſonage. As I have not conſi- 
dered this as a literal tranſlation, I have 
uſed the licence of mentioning,two celebrated 


Lords, lately dead, u to the 
ſurviving nobility. 


Fragmentum 


F R AGM E NT U M 


(UT DICITUR) 


M. T. CICERONIS. 
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Nos eſt, falleris hæc beata, non RE 
Quod vos creditis eſſe, vita, nou eſt, 15 8 
Fulgentes manibus videre | 5 3 1 g 
Aut teſtudineo j jacere lecto, n 
Aut plumo latus abllidiſſe molli 21 


Aut auro bibere; et cubare coceo, 


{1530151119611 Regales 


ON A 


SAM” Tt LES 


M Y friend, you, ſurely, are deceiv'd, 
Since life's not happy as beliey'd ; 
Tho? diamonds bright, or pearls ſo clear, 
Adorn your finger, or your ear; 


Should ivory grace your proud alcove, 
With bed as ſoft as down of dove; 


Should Tyrian purple, long and wide, 
The artiſt's curious carving hide ; 
Though golden cups, in order plac'd, 
Your lordly ſide- board daily grac'd; 
Or golden diſhes conſtant bring, 

Your food to table like a king; 


Should 


Et quicquid lybico ſecatur arvo, 


Non una poſithm tenere cefla: 


Sed nullus trepidum timere caſts 


Nec 


( 269 ) 


Should cellars, vaſtly large, contain 
Chateau, Margou, or rich Champaigne ; 
Should Spain, France, Italy combine, 
Their Beccos, olives, and their wine; 
Should the whole earth ſubſervient be, 
And aid thee, in thy luxury : 

Yet theſe, nor thouſands added give, 
The true criterion how to live; | 
Look round this town, you'll ſurely find, 
A great vacuity of mind : 

See nobles ſtriving to diſpence, 

With every worth or excellence, 

Waſte nights and days in anxious pain, 
Another's happineſs to gain; 

Which gain'd by fraud's deceitful play, 
Becomes the bauble of a day; 

Another more expert than he, 

Deſpoils him of his falacy. 

Thus plate and furniture appear, 

At Langford's thro the current year; 
Thro? Chriſtie's hands ſee manors pals, 
Each ſale denominates the aſs ; 


Since 


Nec vano populi favore tangi. 


Et trio nihil æſtuare ferro 
Hac quiſquis poterit, licebit illi 


Fortunam moveat loco ſuperbus, 


66 


Since ſales as theſe moſt plainly ſnow, 
Th' abuſe of wealth in high and low, 
Who idly follow folly's plan, 

And raiſing nonſenſe, low'r the man. 
He's truly bleſt, who calmly hears, 
The ravages of ſtorms, nor fears —— 
The common accidents of time, | 
So various, in our varying clime ; 

Who truly firm in virtue's cauſe, 

Heeds neither cenſure, nor applauſe, 

Of the loud rabble, prone to change, 
Thro' folly's mazes idly range; 

Nor once diſturbs his reverend head, 

If Horne or Wilkes be live or dead, 
Views, with contempt, each futile art, 
Ariſing from a venal heart; 

Thro' life's ſoft vale, has peaceful trod, 
Much more than man, much leſs than God. 
How few, alas! can merit claim, 

Or have adorn'd a noble name, 
Diſtinguiſh'd thus by virtue led; 

Bathurſt and Lyttleton are dead 


ADVER- 


— 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


I HE following is i uppoſed the work 


of Petronius Arbiter, to the celebrated 


Silia, the greateſt beauty of her time; it is 
called an Epiſtle—This lady was of a moſt 
diſtinguiſhed nobility, wealth, elegance of 
taſte, and acknowledged beauty—ſhe had 
been intimate with the Emperor Nero, but 
ſecretly deſpiſed his baſeneſs, and was a 
great admirer of Petronius, who was her 


lover profeſs'd ; after his death ſhe was | 


baniſhed for having (as Nero imagined) 
revealed the abandoned proceedings of his 


midnight revels. 


Vol. III. > CANDIDA. 


' 
tl 
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0 ANDIDA ſideris ardeſcunt lumina flammis, 
Fundunt colla roſas, et cedit crinibus aurum. 


Mellea purpureum depromunt ora ruborem, 


Lactea que admixtus ſublimat pectora ſanguis: 
Ac tota tibi ſervit honor, formaque dearum, 
Fulges et venerem cœleſti Corpore vincis 


Argento ſtat facta manus, degetiſque tenellis, 
Serica fila trahens, pretioſa ſtamine ludis. \ 
Planta decens modicos neſcit calcare lapillos F 
Et duri lædi ſcelus eſt veſtigia terra. F 

' 86 


Here the tranſlator has rather paraphraſed, than literally 
tranſlated his author. 


Ipſa 


( OF }) 


Tn E vivid brightneſs of thy ſparkling eyes, 
Equals the nightly beauties of the ſkies; 
Each vary'd ſweet chy boſom does unfold, 

Thy hair in ſhining ringlets, burniſh'd gold; 

Thy ruby lips, like honey-ſuckles ſweet, 

Where ſmiling loves and graces fondly meet; 

Thy heaving lovely breaſts, too well declare, 

The fatal efforts of the urchin's ſnare; 

Who ſees muſt love, who hears thee muſt approve, 
As Venus lovely, and as ſoft as love. 
Fix'd in the canvas, by the painter's art, | 
See beauty, ſmiling beauty, fires the heart; "i 
Form'd thus by ſkill, and ſeeming to expreſs, of 
The ſweet endearment of the ſoft addreſs, | 1 


( 2796 ) 


Ipſa tuos cum ferre velis per lilia grẽſſus, 
Nulli ſternuntur leviori pondere flores. 
Guttura nunc aliz magnis monilibus ornent, 
Aut Gemmas aptent Capiti: Tu ſola placere, 
vel ſpoliata potes. 


Nulli laudabile toturn ; 
Inter cuncta probat, fi quiſquam cernere poſſit. 


Sirenum Cantus, et dulcia plectra Thaliæ 
Ad vocem tacuiſſe reor qua mella propagas 
Dulcia, et in miſeros telum jacularis amoris. 
Cor grave vulnus alit, nullo ſanabile ferro; 
Sed tua labra meo ſævum de corde dolorem, 


Depellant morbumque anime mediaminis hujus 


Cura fuget, nec tanta putres violentia Nervos, 
Diſſecte, atque tuæ moriar pro crimine cauſæ. 


( 277 ) 


Yet filent flill remains; in grief we ſee, 
The utmoſt efforts of humanity, 

Charm'd by thy tuneful ſounds, we ftrait rejoice, 
Admire in rapture e' en thy heavenly voice; | 
The diamond necklace, nor the gems- moſt rare, 
Can add a beauty to thy neck or hair: 

Dreſs'd or undreſs'd, ſuperior are thy charms, 

Each one that views thee, feels love's fierce alarms. 

The wile aſſert, perfection cannot be, 

In any one of mortal progeny ; 

Let wiſdom come, and ev'ry effort try, 

They'd fee, how vain their grave philoſophy : 

Aw'd by thy voice, een Syrens ceaſe to ſing, 

Attentive Thalia quits the trembling ſtring; 

Thy melting ſtrains, ſo ſweetly ſung impart 

Love's painful pleaſure, to the anxious heart; 

The wound ſeems ſlight, yet dangerous to endure, 

None but thyſelf can &er attempt the cure: 

Do thou attend by ev'ry tender art, 

To drive this torment from my wounded heart; 

One kiſs from thee, would ev'ry tranſport give, 

Relieve my troubled breaſt, and bid me live! 
1 +a 


( 278 ) 


Sed fi hoc grandes putas, ſaltem concede precanti 
Ut jam defunctum neveis am bire I. acertis, 


Digneris, vitamque mihi poſt - facta reducas. 


42 ( 279 ) 
Yet Cen that melting kiſs may fatal prove, 

And make me die a martyr to thy love. 

This, ſhould you think too much, yet generous hear, 


Your ferveat votary's moſt reſpe&ful pray'r; 
Stretch'd on my bier, not feeling love's alarms, 


Tenderly take me in thy ſnowy arms; 
The dear embrace, death's power ſhall controul, 
Again recall, and bleſs my fleeting ſou]. 
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LETTER 8. 


Femme 


- — = - RE 


To CrarLes Mrrisk, Eſq. at Gambia, on 
the Coaſt of Africa. 


LETTER II. 
To Captain AeyzaLy, at Hereford. 


LETTER IL 
To NarRHAuIEL Woop, Gent. Maſter of the 
Academy, at St. Alban's. Containing an ac- 
count of the firſt Repreſentation of Thompſon's 
LETTER I 


ie) 


LETTER IV. 


To the Hon. "Eolonel Rozzr ==" Brother 
to the Earl of Morton. 


LETTER V. 


To Mr. Dupouvrc, at Dublin, containing an 
Account. ſof the Opera- -Houſe, and the two 
| Theatres. | 


LETTER VI. 


To Sir Wizura Weratzr, * at Wolſe- 
ley-Hall. 


| — 1 
To dune APPERLY, at Peterſburg. 


LETTER VI. 
To Mrs. S—, at Hampton - Court. 
LETTER IX. 


To the ſame. . Containing an account of the 
.French Strollers, at the Theatre i in the Hay- 
Market, with the Oppoſition in conſequence. 


LETTER 
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LETTER © 
To Captain Inns, at the Nore. 


LETTER MM 


To Sir WILLIAu WolskLEr, Baronet, at Wolſeley- 
Hall. This contains an intereſting Account of 
the Proceedings in the Houſe of Lords, againſt 
Mr. Whitehead, for his Satire, called Manners. 


LETTER 1 
To the ſame. 


LETTER ANC 


To the ſame. Theſe two contain Accounts of 
the Proceedings in Parliament, on the Con- 


vention, 
LETTER XIV. 
To the ſame, at Tunbridge-Wells. 
| LETTER XV. 
To the ſame, at Wolleley-Hall. | 
LETTER 


6 


LETTER xvi. 
To the ſame, at Welſeley-Hall. 
LETTER XI. 
To the fame, xt Wolietey-Hall.—Contains an ac- 
tdount of the Death of the Earl of S——h, 
with an account of a Riot at Drury-lane . 
[ Theatre. N ' : 
LETTER XVIII. 
To theſame, at Bath. 
L. ET T ER XIX. 
To Captain Ar y EAI x, encamped on the Iſle 
of Wight. 
| LETTER XX. 
To Sir WiLLIAM WorLszLey, Baronet, __ 


LETTER XX. 

To the ſame, at Bath, Containing ſome account 
of the Diſturbance at the Weſtminſter Elec- 
tion, in 1744. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXI. 
To the Author of the Hiftory of the Stage, 
printed in 1741. 


LETTER XXIII. 

To Lady Wolſeley, at Wolſeley-Hall. 
LETTER XXIV; 
To the Rev. Mr. Jon Dyzx, at Hereford. | 
LETTER XXV. | 
To the ſame. . 
LETTER XXVL | 1 

To Mr. Wood, at St. Albans. | 


LETTER XXVII. 
To the Rev. Doctor Lovxo, at Tunbridge-Wells. 


LETTER XXVIIL_ 
To Lady WorszLer, at Bath. 5 
LETTER 


( 286 ) 


LETTER XXIX. 
To Mr. Woo, at St. Alban's. 


LETTER XXX. 
To the Author of the Champion, 


LETTER XXXI. 
To Sir WiLLiam WoLsELey, Baronet, 
LETTER XXXII. 


To Mr. Ryves, Aſſiſtant at Mr. Woods Ac- 
ademy, at St. Alban's. 


| 6 E T TER XXXIII. 
To Mr. Woop, at St. Alban's. : 
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LETTER XXXVL 
To Col IE CIBBER, at Bath. 
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To Mr. Garrick. 
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To the Author of the Daily Advertiſer. 
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To Sir WiLLiam WorLsELey, Baronet, at Wolſe- 
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LETTER XIIn. 
To the Author of the Daily Advertiſer, imme- 
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the King's troops were defeated. 


LETTER MVV. 


To Lord Pzxcivai.—Concerning an aſſociation 
At the Thatch'd-Houſe, when the rebels were 
. - in poſſeſſion of Edinburgh, | 


LETTER XLY. 
To Mr. GARRICK, at Litchfield. 
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To Mrs. Worzworon, at the Theatre-Royal, 
Drury-Lane. — 
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To Doctor Banxy, at Dublin. 
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To CoLLzy CInIEx, Eſq. 
LETTER I. 
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of Drury-Lane Theatre. 
LETTER LI. 
To Col LRY CIE, Eſq. 
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To David Garrrcs, Eſq. 
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LETTER LXII. 
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LETTER LXVIII. 
To the Counteſs of OxxERT, at Caledon, 


LETTER LXIX. 
To his Grace the Duke of Dorser, 
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To the Reverend Mr. RoTazxy, at Chelſea. 
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To CHARLES Lucas, M. D. in London. 


LETTER LXXIV. | 
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LETTER LXXV. 
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LET TE R LXXVI. 
To Mr. 1 TickzLL, Eſq. in London, 


LETTER LXXVII. 
To Doctor Locas, at Bath. 
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To Mr. SpaaNexx BaR Rr. 
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To Mr. Dobsi zv, Bookſeller, in London. 
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LETTER LXXXIL 
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LETTER LXXXIII. 
To the Lord 8. 
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To Mr. Lovr, at Limerick, Manager of the 
Summer Company in that City. 
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LETTER LXXXV. 
To M. D. Eſq. 10 


LETTER LXXXVI. 
To Hexnzxy BxOOKE, Eſq. Author of Guſtavus 
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To Mr, SPRANGER BaRRT, in London. 


LETTER LXXXVIII. 
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To Maſter W. P. P. at Eaton School. 
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To Janes DoxaLDsow, Eſq. in London. 


LETTER XCVIII. 
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LETTER CXX. 
To David Garricx, Eſq. at Hampton. 


LETTER CXXI 
To CxarLtzs Worzier, Eſq. en Provence. 
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=A Arran, a Tragedy. page 1 
ro The Fatal Error, a Tragedy. page 81 


— INDEX. 


IN D E X 


PO E M S. 


Os the arrival of his Royal Highneſs Prince 
Frederick. —Inſcribed to Lord Malpas, and 
contains characters of many great men at that 
time, viz, in the year 1728, page 5 


A Seſſion of Painters, occaſioned by the death of 
Sir Godfrey Kneller, in 1725—This contains 
an eulogium on Sir Godfrey, and ſome ſtrictures 

on ſome pretenders; and ſeems intended to 
ſtimulate the then remaining profeſſors of the 
art to copy ſuch an able maſter, - Page 13 
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"in 1722. Spoken by Mr. Milward. page 84 
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Hampſtead into a Chappel. Page 24 
Epigram on the giver of an Organ to Hampſtead- 
Chappel. page 25 


| Epigram on returning Mr. James Thompſon: his 


manuſcript poem called Winter. page 27 


An Elegiac, op che death of Sir R Richard Steele, 


in 1729—Infcribed to Sir Robert Walpole. 


Page 28 
An Elegiac, on the death of Brigadier General 


Veſey, Governor of the Royal Hoſpital in 
Dublin. Page 31 


Advice t0 2 Friend. 


On Incoaſtancy, to Julia. 


Abſence from Julia. 
. To the ſame. 
The Modern Huſband 1 
On the death of « beautiful Female Infant. 

| © page 48 
On Hunger. 025 5 1 page 50 
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An Extempore, on entering late into a crouded 
Aſſembly at the Muſic-hall in Dublin, 


Page 52 
Prologue deſigned for the comedy called the 


Modern Huſband, Page 55 
Prologue ſpoken in a Coufiſeflor's Habit page 58 
Epigram on the celebrated Mr. Ward. page 60 


. Tunbridge written in 1738, page 61 

| Epigram written in 1740 N page 64 
Epigram on Mr. Du Bourg, page 66 
Epigram written, in 1741. : Page = - 
Epigram on Mr. Pulteney 8 being created Earl of 


Bath. page 68 


Prologue ſpoken before the tragedy of Jane Shore, 
performed by Ladies and Gentlemen im Stafford. 
hike. page 69 
Prologue ſpoken by Mts. Bland to a new tragedy 
called the Orphan of China, performed at the 
Theatre-R6yal in Dublin. ßpige yi 
Prologue ſpoken before the performance of a 
given by Government in Honour of her Re 
Highneſs the Princeſs of Wales, on her Birth 
at the Theatre-Royal in. Dublin, page l 
7 Epilogue to the Conſcious Lovers. Spoken by 
Mrs. Oldfield. . Page 75 
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To Admiral Vernon on his appointment to com- 
mand the expedition againſt Porto- bello. 

; Page 77 

On the Birth-day of Miſs Montague page 78 

To Colley Cibber, Eſq. on his being appointed 

Poet Laureat, and ſhamefully abuſed in the 


Papers. page 80 
The Levee Haunter, a ſatire, written in 1729, 
page 86 
BIxTRH- DAT Ops, performed at the CasTLE 
of Du LIN. 
Ode I. October 3oth, 1751. page 93 
Ode II. Performed on 1oth November, 1752. 
page 100 
Ode Ul. Performed on November 10, 1755. 
page 104 
Ode IV. Performed'on November IO, 1757. 
Page 108 
Ode v. Performed on November 10, 1759. 
page 113 
Ode VI. Performed on his preſent Majeſty's Birth- 
day, June 4, 1761. page 118 


Ode VII. On the Queen's * performed 
January, 1762. page 122 
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Ode VIII. For the King's Birth-day, performed 


June 4, 1762. | page 128 


Ode IX. For the Queen's Birth-day, performed 
January, 1763. page 129 
Ode X. For the King's man ER” 

June 4, 1763. | page 133 
Ode XI. For the Queen's Birth-day, performed 
January, 1764. page 138 
Ode XII. For the Queen $ Birth-day, performed 

January, 1766. page 142 
ode XIII. For the King's Birth- day, performed 

June 4, 1769. | page. 146 
Ode XIV. For the =o» Birth-day, performed 

June 4, 1770. 
Ode XV. For the Queen's Birth-day, performed 

January, 1772. * page 154 
Ode XVI. For the King's Birth-day, performed 


June 4, 1772. page 158 | 
Ode XVII. For the Queen's Birth-day, performed 
page 162, 


January, 1773. l 
Ode XVIII. For the King's Birth-day, performed 


June 4, 1775- page 166 
Ode XIX. For the Queen's Birth-day, performed 4. 
January, 1776. | Page 1 
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3 pe 6 Sir William Brewer, Baronet, in Kent. 
3 ">; * MWntten in 1724. page 173. 
| An Imitation of the Pervigel of Venus, from the 
> al e Toons rho, By a Friend. 
n page 128 
Artes from the Latin of Petroniue Arbi- 
5 teen called, De Mutatione Reipublicz Romanz. 
= __ . +», a Friend. | y page 213 
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